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ERICH KERN 


The big rush 


A reportage 
from the Russian campaign 1941 -1945 


This exciting and quite unusual 
account of the campaign in the East 
and its boundless 
hardshipGreeceleads us from here 
via Kherson on the Black Sea, 
along the Sea of Azov deep into 
the Caucasus to the enormous tank 
battle around the Grusinian Army 
RoadThen, with Stalingradthe great 
retreatbeginsindividual stages 
ofaredescribed: the struggle at the 
Gulf of Finland, for the bridgehead 
at Narwa, the tank breakthrough at 
Kharkovhopeless encirclement 
battles of Lemberg, finally the 
battles in the Carpathian Mountains 
and in the Puszta and the last act of 
the catastrophe in the Vienna 
Woods 


For the first time since post-war 
literatureattempted to capture- 
events on the war frontsaccounts of 
his experiences, we are witnesses 
to how, with a criticaleye and a 
remarkable open-mindednessa 
German officer draws attention to 
the eventsbehind the scenes of the 
German __leadership.From __ the 
beginning to the bitter endthe 
author served in the Waffen SS 
units, not in theSS  properwas 
subordinate to HimmlerWith 
unsparingfranknessrevealingtheir 

mistakes in detail, he characterizes 
the failure of the German 


administration in the East and sets 
out the reasons that led to 
thispolitical point of view, the 
book, whichdoes not avoid 
thequestions of war crimesand war 
guilt, is a sharp statement against 
any 
totalitarianismwherebyauthor'sof 
observation also provide valuable 
insights in the characterization of 
the Soviet system 


author began his notes in an 
American prison camp, where he 
spent more than a year until his 
releaseThe  defeatfollowed by 
reflection and collection; now the 


countlessconfusing 

impressionscouldbe soberly 
processed, and so thisbook of 
confessionsfinally bornhas 


becomesomething quite different 
from an ordinarywar book 


THOMAS © PUBLISHER 
ZURICH 


THE RECORD 


The afternoon was quiet and wonderfully still. I lay in the narrow bed of 
the Greek farmer and looked out at the yellow lemon blessing ofthe tree 
outside our window From the distance sounded blown away singing of a 
marching company. 

Now they were over, the days of the Clidi Pass and Castoria, of the 
crossing over the Gulf of Corinth and the great victory parade in Athens As 
through a reading book of our high school days we had stormed: Corinth, 
Delphi, Thebes, the pass of Termopylae - the shining Acropolis. 

The cheering people. We felt the sigh of relief of the men and women, 
even the children, because we came and not the Italians. A hot wave had 
crashed over us. Like before in Hungary, in Romania and in Bulgaria. We had 
driven our tanks over carpets of Bulgarian roses, we had eaten and drunk wine, 
salt and bread with Macedonian peasants. 

Now the Balkan campaign was over. Once again we had been faster and 
tougher. Despite this pride, a depressing feeling wouldnot leave us: we knew 
long ago that a few days’ march behind us came the Italian units, whose 
Wehrmacht reports then proudly reported the capture of the towns and villages 
we had surrendered 

I cannot forget the eyes of an old woman who looked in horror at the 
blowing bushes of the Bersaglieri in Monsoglion andsaid to me,stunned"So 
that's how it goes? You did not do that well, German soldiers!" 

In the middle of my musing, I startled. The ceiling swayed. With one leap 
I was out of the window and hanging in the middle of the wide-branched 
lemon tree. Earthquake, earthquake in Larissa. 

But after a few short jolts, the earth calmed down. The Greek peasant 
family rushed over, cross-beating, and talked at me without my understanding 
a word 

Shaking my head, I climbed down from my involuntary seat, which 
seemed like a trip back to the blissful boyhood, and trotted to the company 
writing room. There was great excitement there.Mountain troops stood 
aroundspit and talked fiercely to himSoon I realized that it wasn't the small 
earthquake that was upsetting everyone: the mountainhad heard an enemy 


transmitter and wanted to know from us whether it was true: Rudolf Hess, the 
Fuhrer's deputy, had jumped over England 

It all seemed like a wild detective story to us. We laughed atgood hunters, 
distrustful Styrian and Bavarian farmers' sons Uncomforted, they left us. 

And in the evening came the confirmation. Rudolf Hess had parachuted 
into the enemy without the Fiihrer's authorization. We were paralyzed. An icy 
breeze of the great unknown, the terrible, blew on us. We talked past each 
other. We finally fell silent, distraught. The next morning, the commander 
called me in for a confidential, strictly confidential order-taking 

He cleared his throat and finally said, "Get, as far as possible, information 
material about the Soviet Union and the parts of Poland that fell to the Soviet 
Union in 1939!" 

I looked at him, perplexed. 

Then he said briefly, "We will march toward the east to smash the eternal 
threat!" 

The first reaction of this message was cold horror. I immediately 
remembered Hitler's great words in "Mein Kampf" about the war on two 
frontsThen the statement whichhad appearedafter the conclusion of the treaty 
with the Soviet Unionhad caused thegreatest astonishment especially among 
the National Socialistsand which took into account the real facts 

Now everything has been trampled underfoot. Threat. Yes, certainly one 
of the biggest threats not only for us, but for the whole world. But now? When 
we are not done with the one yet? Again the cursedwar on two fronts. 

While all my acquaintances were so shocked by the conclusion of the 
treatywith the Kremlin, I had breathed a sigh This was a prank worthy of the 
great iron chancellor. This is how Bismarck would have acted. He would have 
taken the bull by the horns and broken the grip. If it didn't work at all, if the 
weapons had to speak the last words, then after we had our backs. 

That was all over in one fell swoop. My second reaction was: he's just 
showing off, he's making himself important, it's not true, it can't be true. 

But it was true. 

The mood among the men was indifferent. They were used to march, to 
fight, to die if necessary, but to win in any case. Only rarely did anyone think 
at the time. 

In Vienna I met a good friend, a man who was very close to the press of 
the Foreign Minister. "He didn't receive him anymore!" he told me in shock, 
"he didn't even want to see him!" 

"Hell, who who?" I nervously interjected. 

"The Fuhrer the old Count Schulenburg, the ambassador of the Reich in 
Moscow. He reached the Fuehrer by plane in the Imperial Hotel. He brought 
with him in his briefcase the real documents about the Red Army.Molotov is 


supposed to have leaked them to him at the last minute - probably in order to 
still inhibit the development - and in addition his defense results. But 
Ribbentrop stopped the old man in the hallway and told him that the Fihrer 
would not be influenced by anything in his decisions, therefore he could not 
even receive him. He had done nothing wrong, Schulenburg contradicted 
excitedly, he had decisive material - Ribbentrop hardly let him finish. It was 
just not possible. Whatever he had - the Fihrer had already decided. 

I remained silent. "It can't all be true," I said bitterly after a while, "you're 
spinning something in your editorial offices. Come out to us, and all this 
nonsense will pass you by!" 

My friend nodded wistfully. "I will, as soon as I can- wish to God you 
were right and everything was an idiotic latrine story. But, you know, I'm 
afraid I can't believe that anymore. The whole story is almost too official!" 

I took advantage of my short special leave after saying goodbye to my 
mother to pay a quick visit to my Gauleiter, Josef Birckel. 

He was full of vim and vigor. "I hope you'll write to me soon from 
Moscow," he bid me a victorious farewell, "all this nonsense won't keep you 
long after all, then God help England!" 

In Brno the whole division, the Leibstandarte "Adolf Hitler", was hit by 
the news of the outbreak of war with the Soviet Union.A true mutinous 
moodprevailed in all companies 

"What about us? We're sure as hell going to be late to all this hoopla!" 
"Mess! But the Fuhrer promised us that we would be everywhere! Here we 
are, and the others are moving into Moscow soon!" 

There was much and spicy drinking. I drank more than I could handle. 
Soon I, too, was swept up in the wave of confidence. Newspaper reports by 
white Russian émigréspredictingthe immediate breakup ofthe Soviet Union 
were passed around jubilantlyfirst Wehrmacht reports were listened toand 
passed onwith breathless excitement 

Finally, on the third day, we moved eastward in a rather hurried motor 
march. 

All over Silesia, people stood and waved. A veritable frenzy had gripped 
the people. Old invalids from the first Russian campaignstood tirelessly beside 
our resting columns, giving us advice on how to destroy Cossacks and Russian 
infantryWomen hauled in food and cigarettes in such quantities that we could 
not grasp them, let alone consume them Children everywhere cheered us on, 
and wild-eyed girls fell around our necks and kissed us off. 

Soon the smell of burning villages was in the air. Cannon thunder rolled 
faintly in the distance. Our hearts were pounding, although we had not been 
recruits for a long time. Again and again, the coming battle gripped our hearts. 
Hastily, the first cards were written to loved ones back home. 


Then the great drama that was to hold us in the highest tension for years 
began to unroll before us. 


PART 1: THE GREAT VICTORY 


Chapter 1 


North taxiway 


From dawn the division was on the march. For hours it had passed by 
glowing and smoldering houses. Along the roadside ditch lay the first dead. 
men looked at themcuriously and excitedly They were riflemen of Siberian 
and Mongolian regiments, which the tottering giant empire had brought here 
in frantic haste from somewhere in the east and prepared for deployment on 
the western border. 

Just ahead, the thunder of battle rolled. Kleist's armored units had pushed 
deep into enemy territory on a rolling missionand had reached Kiev's field of 
vision on the north runway. 

By the time the surprised enemy had recovered from the initial impact, 
waves had crashed in front, behind, to the right and to the left of the armored 
unitswhich stood like a large hedgehog in the chaos, running out of fuel and 
ammunition due to a lack of supplies 

The task of our division was to clear the north runway into supply the 
tanks with new fuel There was no sign of the enemy air force until the hour. In 
the woods we passed lay the first volleys of Soviet artillery, but the spell of 
fireaway as quickly as it had come 

The battalion commander asked his orderly officer to join him. 

The task is: "To explore the access roads to the north runway. You take 
two men and carry out the assignment!" 

The young lieutenant turned around, pointing to his driver and me. 

Our car drove and drove over hilly country, past waving cornfields, past 
cottages with brown and blue wallsand golden yellow thatched roofsas if they 
had died out From time to time the officer looked at his road map. Suddenly 
he turned and said nervously to me, who was wordlessly squatting backwards 
in the car, "The map is wrong!" 

I looked at him in amazement and noticed how the sweat stood on his 
forehead. There had long since been no more sight or sound of the battalion. 


We had driven at least 10 kilometers into enemy territory. It was quiet and 
peaceful, like a quiet Sunday morning. Even the fire of the tank battle had 


fallen silent. It was as if the church bells had to start ringing. We raced up a 
hill and had an overlook far into the country. Over there, almost on the 
horizon, a broad gray band appeared. Clouds rose and disappeared. Taxiway 
North. 

"Columns," said the officer now completely calmly. "The Ivan is pulling 
together reinforcements." He let turn, and it went back again. Meanwhile the 
battalion had slowly followed and we met halfway. The officer reported. Our 
wagon remained at the head of the column. When we reached our hill again, 
there was nothing left of the dust clouds. Meanwhile, night had fallen. We 
drove and drove. There was no sign of the enemy far and wide. The people 
were cheerful and in good spirits. I heard a sergeant say, "If Ivan hurries, we'll 
be in Moscow in six weeks." I sat in the car and looked out into the silent 
country. Desperately I tried to fight down my feverish mood. I didn't know 
myself anymore. After all, I was no longer a recruit and knew what was at 
stake. It was a matter of averting the danger, the imminent danger, and 
smashing once and for all the threat from the East. Nevertheless, I couldn't 
help feeling a sense ofdesolate abandonmentface of this vast expanseof 
landscape, and a fear of being trapped. Yet everything was so 
ridiculous.Everywhere our armies had remained victorious, our tanks 
hadcrushed the enemya furious onslaught and driven them before them 

Slowly, the air became clearer and more transparent. The haze of the day 
had disappeared. Evening came over the vast plain, and in the endless forests 
and swamps we roared past lay the first shadows of night. 

Suddenly a shout of joy went through the whole battalion: we had reached 
the runway. To the right and left of us rose the walls of the Ukrainian forests. 
The talking and singing had long since stopped. Still no shot was fired. But we 
drove and drove. 

We were now the second car of the column. The commander waved our 
vehicle to him. I heard him order the lieutenant to reconnoiter a certain 
crossroads. "But take a BKrad, you'll be more maneuverable." 

The lieutenant waved at me. We boarded the plane again and roared 
through the deep black night far ahead of the battalion. In the meantime I had 
calmed down. We drove a kilometer, two, three, four kilometers. Behind us 
the reassuring rattle of the rapidly following battalion. Suddenly the lieutenant 
let the vehicle stop. In front of us was the crossroads. To the right of us, half in 
the ditch, stood a Panzerspah. A Soviet Russian. 

The lieutenant leisurely lit a cigarette. "Our tanks" he said to me with a 
smile, "have done a clean job here." He walked up to the Panzerspah, which 
had a door open. "This is where the Ivan barged in! What shabby work!" he 
said contemptuously, feeling the hastily riveted walls of the vehicle. 

I had also approached the vehicle, stuck my head in the open door and 
pulled it back again. "It's an eerie feeling, isn't it, Herr Leutnant," I said He 


suppressed a loud laugh and now also stuck his head curiously into the tank 
peep. In the meantime we wanted tosee if the old man was there with the 
bunchAt that moment a pistol shot rang out, the lieutenant turned around in 
amazement and sank down In the next moment the Panzerspéh rattlingly 
started to move and drove onto the road. The driver and I automatically laythe 
ditch A machine gun barb whistled overhead. Before we could gather our 
thoughts, the vehicle had disappeared into the darkness of the night. 

The driver shook the lieutenant by the arm. "Did you catch anything?" 

He gave no answer. Distraught, I now tried to help him up, but when I 
supported his head, my hand was wet. Despite the dangeroussituation we were 
in, I turned on my flashlight and let it go out again immediately Right in the 
middle of the young officer's forehead was a circular hole. 

"There's nothing we can do about it," the driver stammered, "bloody 
mess!" 

Just as I was about to start the bike again, a wild shouting sounded from 
the direction of the battalion. Shots whipped between them. We both looked at 
each other, perplexed. "The best thing to do," said the driver, "is to stay 
down." 

As suddenly as the noise had begun behind us,it died away again There 
was no doubt, however, that the battalion was approaching. After a short time, 
the commander's vehicle stopped a few meters in front of us. I stammered and 
reported the incident. The commander yelled at me in the highest treble I still 
don't know what he actually shouted, probably he didn't either. 

The battalion moved on a short time later. 

Meanwhile, it had become pitch dark. You could no longer see in front of 
you at hand's breadth. 

Suddenly, a few shots whipped through the night. A great confusion 
began. Loud shouts of command rang out.The young orderly officer ran past 
me. "Come on, the company vehicles are moving up the side street in a 
square!" 

I rushed on and looked for the next company commander. 
Immediatelyheavy vehicles drovewide side road of the cursed 
crossroadsrattling and creaking, tightly unlockedMachine-gun shells flew into 
the middle of us The first wounded cried out. The forward 3.7-cm anti-aircraft 
guns on self-propelled guns pushedacross the night cornfield like giant plows 
The short bursts of fire rumbled through the night.Machine gun groups 
linkedthe self-propelled guns into a solid chainGunners crouchedunder the big 
vehiclestrying to spot the enemy Tanks crashed in between. Light Soviet 
tanks. One of our vehicles caught fireBut miraculously itextinguished 
inflash,it had been an ammunition vehicleenemy fire intensified It hissed and 
crackled from all sides. There could no longer be any doubt, we were trapped 
on all sides. 


I crouched, laboriously and makeshift dug in, with a few unknown 
comrades in the ditch and shot, like them, wildly and haphazardly into the 
night Tracer bullets flashed across the sighing ears of grain. A hand touched 
my armpit. It was Kaul. 

"This night," he said hoarsely, "maybe the last night - " 

I tried to joke. "Let's see where the dogs are first - and let it be morning!" 

Kaul looked me big in the face. His eyes shone white in the flash ofthe 
impacts "Are you afraid?" I asked gloomily. He smiled. "If you had all that 
behind you, what I have behind me - then you wouldn't be afraid either. Sure, I 
want to live too - my God, my wife, you know, she's a doctor, sure, it doesn't 
seem to be going well with the whole marriage anymore, but the children - " 

"Nonsense," I interrupted him, "you don't die so easily - " 

Kaul laughed softly. "Much easier still than you think." 

I straightened up, bent over. "I need to step out once." 

He tried to hold me down. "Stay there." 

But I had broken away and taken a few steps into the chest-high corn. 
While I was knocking off my water, a figure stepped out of the darkness a few 
steps ahead of me. "Watch out," I warned good-naturedly, "there's a hell of a 
lot of iron in the air here. It's supposed to be so good for lung patients, iron 
content in the air - " Then I vaguely saw the figure pull off a hand grenade. 

"The Ivan!" I yelled as loud as I could and threw myself flat on the 
ground. I had not yet reached the ground when the first sheavesfrom Kaul's 
machine gunwhizzedjust over me I could still see the Soviet Russian sinking 
silently. As fast as I could, I jumped back into the ditch. Kaul looked at me 
indifferently. I could not speak. 

"In 1939 I immediately enlisted - " he continued to speak without moving, 
"you understand, SS leader in a small town, I guess it had to be that way, and 
because I was a bit too old and my heart wasn't quite right either, after training 
I joined - the Totenkopf Guards" 

"So," I said, still quite dazed by the incident. 

You say so - ", Kaul started up, "I said it too, a little disappointedbut still 
full of hope that I could still For that I came to a concentration camp guard 
team. Since then I have not been able to sleep. - One year of concentration 
camp guarding - you know, so much is not true and exaggerated, what is 
whispered, but what is true is bad enough. People rounded up and crammed 
into cramped quarters for years. I had become half friends, as it happens, with 
a Polish university professor - once he went against the barrier chain while 
working - 'Shoot,' he asked me calmly, "shoot, I can't stand life like this 
anymore." "Stop*" I shouted excitedly and, as was the order, struck the rifle, 
but the desperate man no longer looked or listened to me. His eyes were 
already looking into another world. I was shaking all over my body. - "Stop, 
for God's sake, stop, you know the order!" With his eyes closed, he stepped 


through the barrier line. But I could not and could not shoot. Then my 
neighboring post fired. 

I wrote to the Reichsfiihrer. I wrote to all my acquaintances who had any 
influence, I wanted to go to the front, to the front troops- I didn't want to play 
prison warden - finally, finally I succeeded All this," he looked forlornly into 
the fire-sprinkled night, "is redemption in comparison - " 

"You're nervous," I said uneasily, "you don't know what you're talking 
about!" Kaul only smiled. 

The Soviets drew their deadly ring tighter and tighter. We noticed it as the 
fire intensified. "Come on!" yelled an unknown Untersturmfiihrer, "a few men 
can be quietly pulled out here" He grabbed me by the sleeve and Kaul and 
another man, "Ammunition to the ten-five gun!" 

We dragged ammunition basket after ammunition basket through the 
enemy fire to the gun, which was in firing position in the large ditch on our 
right. Close beside it, at street level, stood a heavy machine gun. When its 
sheaves rustled, the enemy gunfire ceased. A Oberscharfiihrer directed the 
fire. I exchanged a few trivial words with him as he praised us for the rapidly 
brought ammunition. I squatted down at his feet and lit a cigarette when we 
had gone through hell for the tenth time. All at once an invisible hand struck 
him in the back of the knee and he slumped silently. 

"Head shot," Kaul whispered as we spun him around, "that's an enviable 
death." 

The next Unterfiihrer jumped up and continued the fire. The next time we 
fired again with the projectile baskets, he too was lying silently next to his 
comrade. 

"You see," Kaul said dreamily, in the midst of my horror, "that's what I've 
always dreamed, that's the SS - but not - concentration camps, Gestapo and 
SD, - soldiers fighting and dying as the order demands Knights, death and 
devils - but not barbed wire, barrier lines and gas ovens - " 

I was too confused to be able to answer anything. Immediately after 
thatimpacts of a Soviet battery howled into the middle of our wagon fortress. 
But only once or twice. Then the battery fell silent in the bursts of firefrom our 
self-propelledToward morning the whispering rumor camethrough our ranks 
that all units of the division were trapped and all radio communication was 
missing Shortly thereafter, the battalion commander's order came through the 
lines: 

"At dawn, the attack of the enemy is expected. No one can come to our 
aid. The battalion will hold the commanded road pointas the order requires 
Pardon is not expected and not given! You saw the mutilated comrades 
yesterday afternoonand know what awaits us!" 

Towards morning, the enemy fire suddenly died down.Everyone sat down 
in his makeshift cover hole or under the vehicles. I stowed the magazines next 


to me so that I would have everything at hand. They would probably last for 
two hours. Then - but no one has to think about that. 

Not a shot was fired for half an hour.Our nerves werestretchedto breaking 
point If only the decision would finally be made! If only they would finally 
come! But nothing happened. It became an hour. The morning dawned. 

"Good shooting light," Kaul said, awkwardly lighting his pipe. 

I looked west against the large runway. I narrowed my eyes to see better. 
But - there is no such thing! Excited, I rushed over to the battalion 
commander's hole. 

"German cycling troops from the West!" I reported breathlessly. 

He looked at me speechlessly. Then he slowly put his glass to his eyes. 
"Come on!" he yelled at me, jumped into the sidecar bike, and we sped along 
the astonished firing line. 

A fat, stolid major of the Wehrmacht got off his bike awkwardly and 
laughed all over his face. "What nonsense," he said with relief"they told me in 
the last village that theyheardbattle noise all night, but there's nothing going 
on!" 

My commander cleared his throat. "Not too much," he said in a strangely 
clipped voice, "I only have about forty dead." 

The friendly face of the foreign major stiffened. "But," my commander 
continued, "the enemy seems to have broken away." 

Shortly after that we got up and roared on towards the east. 


+ 


Soon the sky darkened and it began to rain softly. Shivering, the men, who 
had not slept a wink all night, sat on their combat vehicles. The sound of 
engines could be heard above us. Russians? No, German planes, but suddenly 
the bombs crashed on our right. brother had not exempted us in the hazy 
weatherand mistook us for retreating Soviets Everything jumped up and 
waved. Once again the bombs crashed, nobody took cover, everything shouted 
and cursed and waved. Finally the good guy understood, he took off vertically 
upwards and was visibly ashamed We had not one wounded man. Our respect 
for the Luftwaffe had not increased. 

By mid-afternoon, we knew. We were on a small side road that led to the 
north runway. But this north runway was our destination. Close in front of us 
now drove the Panzersturmabteilung of the division. This clearly pointed to 
thick air. We drove and drove. Here and there snipers banged in the area. But 
we didn't even sit down anymore, we would have lost too much time, because 
now word of our mission had spread to the crew: The tank unitshad advanced 
to just outside Kiev, where they now lay without fuel and with little 
ammunition and rationsBehind them, however,the Sovietsclosingtheir split 
ranks again and had our tanks quite nicely in the kettle. Supply columns could 


not get through because the runway was in Bolshevik possession. To clear this 
and give air to our tanks was our task. We drove and drove. At four o'clock in 
the morning we passed the old Russian border. The next morning the Soviet 
planes attacked us for the first time, always thirty to forty planes. We had two 
dead and some wounded. Towards evening we were in front of the village of 
Romanovka in a fierce attack against strongly resisting Soviets. The enemy 
was thrown, I myself did not come into action. 


In the evening we took up quarters in a large collective farm. Most of the 
cattle had been shot by the departing Soviet troops. It was on this collective 
farm that I spoke with ethnic Germans for the first time. 

A young woman brought us milk and honey. "If you had one from the 
Palatinate with you - " 

Unfortunately, we had to answer in the negative. The woman's ancestors 
came from the Rhine Palatinate. 

What kind of life they would have? 

Life? Oh, until 1928 it was still somehow possible, but then? Perhaps he 
should have thought more about the family," the woman said wearily, "but he 
always said that we had acquired the land with our sweat and our money, and 
no one could take it away from us. That's how it happened. Sabotage of the 
revolution. Two brothers got ten years, we neverheard from them again.Georg, 
the youngerwrote oncefrom Irkutsk But then nothing more. The mother left us, 
she could no longer think clearly and hanged herself. Hans, the husband, was 
taken away to the entrenchment four weeks ago. Will we see him again? I 
don't think so. So I am left with the three children." The three little ones, two 
girls and a boy, clung shyly to the folds of their mother's skirt. 

We looked at each other.How equanimously this young woman told her 
drama, as if she were talking about some village trivialities We listened in 
disbelief. 

An old Ukrainian, who was a prisoner in Austria during the First World 
War and spoke some German, joined the conversation. "You do not believe 
only Volksdeutsche in hell," he said with a heavy tongue, "I sit five years 
because twice late for work, no watch and live very far from collective farm - 
even shot my brother - " 

He also said it equanimously, almost indifferently. 

"You talk as if you were telling of a harvest that was not quite good," I 
started up, "you tell an inconceivable horror, and you are quite calm about it." 

The Ukrainian smiled. "Do you know what it means to be used to dying? 
Since everything is not as big as it looks at first - " 

We kept silent. What could we have said? 

* 


The next morning we continued our journey. Through large pine forests, 
over fertile hill terrain, through large swamps, deeper and deeper into the vast 
countryside. Blown bridges forced us to detour, but always heading for the 
north runway. Finally, on July 11, coming from the right, we reached the 
longed-for wide road. first companies racedcuddly terrain and groups of hills, 
while the assault guns lay ahead of us 

At about nine o'clock a German sergeant appeared on the street, without 
cap, without belt, the zero-eight pistol ready to fire in his hand. While wiping 
the blood from his face, he stammered his report In the village of Sokoloff, 
three kilometers north of the runway, a Wehrmacht Kradschiitzen battalion 
had been trapped for three days.As a last attempt, he had gone out to get help, 
had crept through the Soviet lines all night, and in the end had been spotted 
and shot at, but thenmiraculouslyus 

A few minutes later an assault gun with mounted infantry rolledoff against 
Sokoloff The sergeant squatted at the first gun. 

We rolled down the runway a bit, a Pak spit at us. Before the first gun got 
to fire, it was on fire. The second rolled ahead and was lucky, it dotted out the 
enemy Pak. Now we rolled the few meters to the village, immediately 
received enemy fire. We infantrymen jumped off and took up positions in the 
ditch. I crouched low to the ground and stared in the direction from which the 
shotsmust be coming Our assault guns barked haphazardly into the terrain. 
Then I saw a head moving in the skylight of the house opposite. With widened 
eyes I caught sight of a Soviet Russian who was bringing his machine gun into 
position against comradeslay perhaps thirty meters behind me in a bump I 
pulled up my rifle and took pressure point. The house was not ten meters away 
from me. 

When he raised his machine gun, I pulled the trigger. The man flinched 
and I could clearly see the blood running down his forehead. 

I remained motionless and did not move. Next to me, my comrades jumped up 
and rushed into the house on the opposite side of the street. One of them 
nudged me: "Did you get hit?" 

I stood up staggering and wiped the sweat from my forehead. My knees 
were shaking. It was the first person I had killed in my life, killed coldly and 
deliberately. 

I experienced the next few minutes as if in a dream.I saw myself running 
with the others through the village street, an assault gun was driving on our 
rightfiring and firing with the machine Suddenly I looked into faces encrusted 
with sweat and dirt, which lit up joyfully. Dozens of hands stretched out to 
me, a slim, elegant officer, whose neat cleanliness stood out strangely from the 
whole environmentyanked me headlong into cover 

"[ killed one," I stammer, then pull myself together The lieutenant colonel, 
a man well over fifty, eyes me sharply for a moment, then smiles. "Shoot 


faster, son, and you'll get more out of life!" 

I crouched down next to him. He pulled up his rifle and fired against a free 
patch of ground on which brown figures were running back and forth. I 
followed his example. "You did a fine job," I heard the lieutenant colonelsay, 
"we were ready to croak. Really, I will never forget that of your division." 

Meanwhile, our platoon leader from the assault guns had overlooked the 
situation and radioed for reinforcements. In fact, a little later the whole assault 
gun company rolled into Sokoloff. The Soviets gave way to the pressure, the 
ring became larger. 

"Have you eaten yet?" the lieutenant colonel suddenly asked me. Eaten? I 
replied in the negative. "Then I invite you to the table as my guest!" I stared at 
him, speechless. Then I tried to straighten my earth-stained skirt. A soldier 
was handing out dazzling white paper napkins and real white soup plates with 
beef soup, meat and inserts to the lieutenant colonel, his adjudant and a fat 
major. I felt like I was in a fairy tale. Meanwhile, the lieutenant colonel was 
constantly receiving reports from his companies and giving orders. 

After dinner, I got up to sign out. Our men were lying a hundred yards 
away on a bump. As I turned, I looked backward from where we had come in 
the morning and saw a couple of dozen steel helmets, brown-yellow steel 
helmets,at the edge of the cornfield beside the small, sandy road "The Ivan in 
the back!" I said hastily. 

The lieutenant colonel smiled in disbelief. "I guess that will be your 
reinforcements." 

I looked more sharply. "Our stealths don't shine in the sun!" The 
lieutenant-colonel stumbled, jumped up. "The engineer platoon, the drivers, 
the signalmen, the scribes and cooks - come on, the Ivan is behind us!" 

Everyone jumped out of the holes of the battalion command post and was 
grouped together, and at that moment the Soviet Russian was already 
attacking from the rear in company strength I jumped up with them and fired 
blindly against the cornfield. A machine gun barb forced us to the ground. As 
I lay there shooting magazine after magazine against the cornfield, I felt a 
shadow above me and flinched. Three steps beside me stood the slim 
lieutenant colonel, upright without cover, a small pistol in his belt, white 
leather gloves. 

"Keep more to the right, boys, much more to the right. And aim more 
calmly. There the MG must go, a few deeper bursts of fire, Franz," he 
instructed the MG gunner. Hesitantly, I stood up as well.Here we had a better 
view of the target. In no time the men were up, and then the counterattack 
rolled. The Red Army men also rose and ran to the rear, just our 
reinforcements into the securely seated sheaves. 

In the meantime, the whole battalion had come up and taken up the fight. 
A German artillery plane began circling overhead. Finally, artillery support! 


By then, however, the Red Army's impacts lay hail-tight in the midst of us. 
Especially the command posts were covered. Again the plane circled low over 
us. Immediately after that, the enemy layers howled with eerieprecision The 
men became restless. Heavy Soviet artillery pounded in between. 28 
centimeters. The earth roared and rolled. 

"That's too stupid," Kaul yelled next to me, "the dog is a Russian after 
all." 

At the same time, he pointed to the German airman. Indeed, as if he 
wanted to confirm it, the enemy hits were very close. The wounded could not 
be brought back at all. The command posts were moved The houses of the 
village were combed again. The radio between the battalion and the division 
flew back and forth. Finally, "Feuerfrei" came on the German airman. As he 
approached, it crashed on him from all sides. He circled high. Once again the 
enemy artillery poundbetween us But then he trundled off. Somewhere a stork 
must have fallen into Ivan's hands, which he nowruthlesslywith our emblem 
Towards evening the enemy was defeated and pushed towards the Rokitno 
marshes. 

For this the whole division was in fierce defensive struggle at the runway 
almost ten kilometers deep. After three days the rumor went through the ranks 
that Budjonny wanted to roll up our whole right flank. 

Despite the heaviest losses, however, the division held its ground, 
beatback the vastly outnumbered enemy, who had brought in very fresh 
formations, again and again in a bloody manner, and gained more and more 
space 

We finally had a rest day in the village of Motyshin. Here I met for the 
first time Ukrainian industrial workers who were working in a nearby 
porcelain factory. One, a Pole, spoke good German. I was burning to finally 
speak with the segment of the population that must, after all, make up the elite 
of the workers' paradise. 

"You'll understand how we live in a moment," the Pole replied, "we earn 
about 400 rubles a month. A pair of shoes costs 500 to 600 rubles, a suit at 
least 600 rubles. Bread costs 9 rubles per loaf, meat 15 rubles." 

"But no one can live on that!" I interjected in amazement. 

The Pole shrugged his shoulders. "Nobody asks about that! director earns 
3,000 rubles, though, so things are already better, even the engineers have at 
least 1,500 rubles." 

I was even more amazed. "In addition," he continued, "our magazines 
have different prices and goods than those of the engineers, directors and party 
people. You can't buy as a worker where you want, but only in this 
cooperative, in the magazine that is precisely prescribed for you. And you also 
can't buy what you want, but what is assigned to you." 

"The NKVD, the Red Army officers, the party leaders have other 


cooperatives again, other magazines. What they get there, we don't even know. 
But they look good and they are dressed quite well, quite differently from us," 
said an old Volksdeutschehadpushed, "and if you are allowed to buy a dress 
once a year, which often costs more than 400 rubles, and you want maybe a 
green one and size 2, the salesman hands you a red one, size 4 off the rack, 
because there is no other one left, and you are still very happy to have 
something at all, for which you have saved all year." 

"Yes, but," I objected, "you have a so-called proletariandemocracy - why 
don't you fight back in the elections?" 

For a moment, everything was silent. But then the crowd that had gathered 
around us burst out laughing. The Pole had tears streaming from his eyes, so 
much had he been amused by my interjection. 

"The election lists always bear Josef Stalin and Molotov as top candidates; 
Shdanov, Beria and the other CC members follow. Only then come the local 
candidates of the only approved list of the bloc of "Communists and 
Independents," according to the electoral regulations of September 5, 1936, 
drawn up by Stalin himself. After all, there is no second list to which you 
could give your vote. And not to vote is more than dangerous - it will be 
interpreted as betrayal of the fatherland.So, if you value your life and your 
freedom, you vote with the prescribed, only available ballotThis is the theater 
of proletarian democracy!" 

"And," added the Volksdeutsche, "again, in all 16 Soviet republics the 
'freely' elected deputies hold office, in the Bundessowjet, the Russian National 
Council 631, and in the Nationalitaétensowjet, the Russian Standeral, 650 paid 
yes-mengather The 53 ministers, the 33 government members are at best civil 
servant bureaucrats. Decisionsthe Politburo, the Central Committee These 14 
men bear the fate of the two hundred million. In their posts, however, neither 
these millions of Soviet citizens nor the six million communistparty 
membersplace them, but exclusively the order of Joseph Stalin He is the most 
unrestrained dictator known to history. Against him, the Tsar and Napoleon 
were orphans! What these Caesars might have aspired to, he has 
accomplished: dictatorial rule over doing and not doing, over sleeping and 
waking, over childbearing, over children and families themselves, over 
thinking, speaking, even over silence - over living and dying. Over all this he 
alone is the master, who is accountable to no one. Not even to his conscience, 
because he has none! But in the world this is called: proletariandemocracyAnd 
how much this swindlehas succeededoutwardlywe see from your question, 
German soldier Inwardly, however, it is so far that many of the Soviet people 
are hungry and starving and think that everything is right this way, this is the 
life. It is so that they swear by servitude and slavery, because they have never 
seen anything else!" 

In the middle of the conversation, the marching orders tore us away. 


In the evening, we stopped in a large village. When the people noticed 
that I was trying to make contact with them, I was immediately surrounded by 
hundreds of men and women. 

A young man who looked intelligent grabbed me by the arm: "For 
decades we Ukrainians have suffered and bled. Now our hour has come! We 
don't need anything from you Germans, we are ready for anything. Give us 
rifles, give us ammunition!" He had pronounced the last sentences in 
Ukrainian in his excitement. All the men went into a f 

"Pushka! Puschka!" they shouted in confusion. 

"T'm just a little soldier," I moved, "but I hope your wishes come true!" 

"Look, Pan," the boy continued, "my father was an old Bolshevikand has 
already been sent to Siberia under the tsar because he believed in freedom, 
equality and brotherhood Later he fought as a partisan and we were so proud 
of him. When hespoke infactory meetingagainst the senseless terror and 
against the class economy in food and supply, he disappeared and was never 
seen againThat's what happened to all the old people, they were suddenly 
Trotskyists, saboteurs, traitors They, who with their blood had fought for the 
revolution and the councils for power. You can hardly find a few dozen of 
them in the whole Ukraine. The others? Disappeared, ‘purged’ or exposed as 
‘traitors' and shot. They brought us freedom, anyone can die quickly who does 
not want to be enslaved, as it was not even under the tsar They have also 
brought us equality - with a class difference that cannot be worse in the worst 
capitalism. Whoever is not a party man has no special pass, but whoever has 
no special pass has hardly enough to live on. And brotherhood, yes, they 
taught us that toothe brotherhood of the commissars and the brotherhood of 
the shot in the neck!" 

At the word commissar, the people around us roared. "The commissar," 
shouted an old, crippled man, pointing to his bent back. 

"The commissioner," a young woman shouted, showing her knocked-out 
eye. 

Two younger women carried an elderly Ukrainian woman out on a 
primitive stretcher. She convulsively clasped my hands with her 
emaciatedfingers and with hot fervor kept whispering a few sentences to me 
that I did not understand 

"It was our old priest's wife," the boy said quietly, "when the Red Army 
left, the commissars rounded up all the ‘unreliable’ peasants." The woman's 
eyes stared at my face, unmoving. "And shot them all. Our Pope was there too, 
and his two sons, the youngest was eight years old - now the horror has 
knocked her down and she is paralyzed. She asks you to avenge us, you 
should avenge each child a hundredfold - " 


"Pushka! Puschka!" shouted the men and also the women. The hot wave 
of the men and women hit me. I squeezed the many hands and turned 
wordlessly. 

Chapter 2 


Advance against the south 


We drove on all night. We noticed that it was going south. Foot units had 
approached Kiev in a rush. We passed through the still smoldering Shitomir 
and got as far as Justynbrad. The enemy fought back with all his might. His 
combined artillery and air force pissed us off for the next few days. In the 
midst of a hot situation, I got to know a side of myself that had been foreign to 
me until then. Again enemy bombs, surprisingly well located this time, had 
struck right between us. Close beside me earth splashed and the splinters sang 
their hard song. A voice shouted, "Bandage bag!" I automatically reached into 
the bag - the last one. We had been bandaging comrades all day. I had tucked 
three of them to me in the morning. My hand went back. What if you need it 
yourself? Then I picked myself up, splashed up and held out my last packet to 
the came - raden. I could not look him in the eye, so ashamed was I of my 
hesitation. 

We took Popofgrad, Medowada and Zipananowka in quick succession. 
There the news reached me that my recruit comrade Max Amon had fallen. 
The first from our regular unit. 

Zipananowka, which was lost again for a short time, showed us how far 
the harshness of the struggle in the East had already risen. When we took the 
place again, we found our soldiers' graves destroyed and sullied with human 
excrements. We continued to attack and cleaned Novo Arkhangelsk. 

On the nearby heights the enemy sat in a well dug-in position and gave us 
a lot of trouble. He apparently wanted to hold these heights as the base of a 
larger defense at all costs. Especially a light battery, a few hundred meters in 
front of our infantry, behind a very small depression, did not give way and did 
not waver and sent volley after volley against our advancing infantry, which 
suffered sensitive losses. Deciding quickly, the commander of the sixth anti- 
aircraft battery assigned to us pulledthe Anton gun forward into the line of 
infantry, andan exciting duel now developed between the well-behaved Anton 
and the Russian battery. 

In direct fire shot after shot chased from the hot pipe. When the Soviet 
battery commander spotted our Untersturmfihrer, who was standing upright 
on a full protze and directing the fire with the glass, he too jumped onto a 
small wall and walkedup and downregardless of the hail of irondirecting the 
fire at us Our shot was too short. The second too far. Damn, this damned 


hollow was not easy to reach. We trembled feverishly for the fate of the gun. 
The enemy's blows surrounded the crew with a fountain of splashing earth and 
splinters The third shot, however, was already quite well aimed, the fourth 
must have hit, the battery was silent for a moment, only to take up fire all the 
more furiously. But then the Anton hit in the middle of the depression. 
Wheels, gun partsand people whirled through the air Another hit and another. 
The Soviet commander had fought his battle for the world revolution. The 
infantry jumped up and continued forward. By evening our companies were 
firmly entrenched on the heights. 

In the village, however, night rose over the sunflower fields, and only the 
ticking of our radio operators' Morse keys was still alive. To the right and left, 
we had lost all connection once again. Just as I was about to lie down, the 
orderly officer called out, "Melder!" 

I had to go to the Seventeenth, it should go back five hundred meters, so 
that the Ivan did not come between us companies. The motorcycle buzzed 
through the night. We rode without lights. From time to time a pothole shook 
us from the artillery impacts of the previous day. Then the driver stopped. 
"Straight ahead here must be the Seventeenth!"Too bad the Seventeenth's 
dispatcherhad been wounded this afternoon; I only knew my company's 
location So, tired and battered, I plodded straight ahead over field ruts and 
dead Russians, fell, picked myself up again, and tried to keep course straight 
ahead as best I could. A cigarette, which I wanted to light, I nevertheless 
pushed into my pocket as a precaution. It's all dead quiet, but if the devil wills 
it, something's about to happen! 

And the devil wanted. All at once I realized that I had lost my way I was 
cold and hot at the same time. I curved already at least half an hour by the 
pitch-dark night Far and wide no sound was to be heard. Further to the left, 
perhaps two kilometers away, a few bursts of fire chased through the night. 
But here everything was dead silent. I threw myself to the ground and pressed 
my ear firmly to the earth. Somewhere in Karl May I had read that the 
groundcarries sounds betterthan the air. But the ground, unfortunately, carried 
nothing at all. When I stood up, I had to admit to myself that I had lost all 
orientation. Suddenly I heard a noise in front of me. I listened strained into the 
darkness. Without a doubt, a group was coming towards me. 

I hurriedly went to meet the men and was about to call them, when I heard 
very clearly: "Nyet, na pravo - "I stopped as if stunned. Then I silently threw 
myself into the next furrow. A Sovietassault squad was searching for the 
German positions In the meantime, the men had come very close. I clearly 
heard the fine clang of weapons. Now they were at my height. To my right and 
left, barely a few feet away from me, their boots trotted by. My heart was 
beating so furiously that I thought they must hear it. I did not realize that they 
had passed until the leader of the advance unit again ordered: "Na pravo - to 


the right! I struggled to get up and sneaked in behind the advance party. From 
the sound of it, there could be no more than twenty men. A few minutes 
passed without any event. 

Suddenly a bright boy's voice called out close to us, "Stop, who goes 
there?" 

I shouted with all my might: "Watch out, Ivan!" and emptied my pistol 
magazine, then immediately threw myself on the ground, almost 
simultaneously with my last shot the first burst of fire rattled. Almost the 
entire assault squad was wiped out, only a few managed to escape into the 
darkness of the night. But I had found the seventeenth. 


The next morning brought us new battles and successes. By noon, enemy 
resistance had thickened considerably. We had pushed through Olgopol and 
reached Pullakovka. A huge Stalin tank had been abandoned by its crew for 
lack of gasoline. We unlocked the turret and looked inside. The ammunition 
was piled up to high. A vodka bottle stood next to the aiming device. Next to 
the gunner's telescope was an open, thick book: "Das Kapital" by Karl Marx. 

I slowly leafed through the great work. For years, the doctrine of surplus 
value and its use had brought disaster and destruction to the peoples of the 
world. Strike, prison and death were the attributes of this pseudo-sciencefew 
decades of its existence, itdestroyedhundreds of thousands and hundreds of 
thousands ofpeople, thrown millions off course and brought massive misery 
upon the worldHere in its stronghold, however, it whipped millions from life 
into death for decades and operated on the largest experimental table of the 
world with masses and individuals like with chess pieces 

We had often wondered with what inhuman doggednessthese Red Army 
soldiers were fighting, even youngest Komsomol members of fifteenyears 
were fighting, defending their bunkers and tanks Until a Caucasian who 
happened to fall into our hands revealed the secret: when the situation became 
untenable, usually the commissars would leave the bunker or tank on a trivial 
pretext, seal it from the outside and go to where new resistance was being 
formed. These simple-minded, primitive Siberians or Kalmyks had learned all 
their lives only that the Europeans were fascists and capitalists who murdered 
their prisoners under unimaginable tortures. So they remained with the power 
of resistance of a hunted and posed animal, until just our weapons remained 


the stronger. 
* 


Toward evening, an Uzbek defector, an old man, reported to the company 
combat outposts. I had to bring him back. Because I was interested in the man, 


I asked to be allowed to sit in on the interrogation. 

"Not back," said the Uzbek, "I want to fight the Bolsheviks." 

"But the Uzbek regiments are fanatically fighting for Stalin!" the 
interpreter countered him. 

The old man made a throwing away motion. "Young people, know 
nothing of the world, but I was a sailor and saw America and also German 
sailors. And I have seen the great revolution, where we were first led onto the 
ice." 

The interpreter asked the old Asian man to tell the story. He took a deep 
breath. 

Endless and vast the Russian earth stretches down from Arkhangelskthe 
tundras and steppes far down to the granaries of Ukraine, to the Volga and 
towards Siberia 

Endless and great as the suffering of the Russian people. 

In the morning the Mongolian regiments of the Red Guard rode against 
the squadrons of the White Brigades, in the evening and again in the morning. 
Time passed evenly like the clattering of the prayer wheels at home. Shooting, 
riding, dying. And the promised freedom did not come, and not came the own 
country, with whose promise one had brought the sons of the Far East into the 
saddle. 

Quietly and cautiously a murmur flew high in the ranks of the yellow 
Cossacks when they rode against Kolchak charge or in firing lines against 
General Wrangel's soldiers. 

And when the longed-for rest finally brought a moment's respite, longing 
flared up here and there. Homesickness... 

Somewhere over in the east, in the lonely villages, the women were 
crying. And at night, when the Uzbek sentries listened out into the deathly 
quiet, lurking night, it was as if they heard the beckoning call of the broken 
earth. 

Soon it was no longer a secret in the whole section of Red troops between 
Perm and Ekaterinburg in September 1918: Uzbekregiments mutinied 

"Do you think so?" Comrade Jakoff, the senior Cheka commissar, swayed 
his head uneasily. "You just have to promise people something again- what 
they want! Looting, white women - " 

The political confidant of the Bolsheviks in the Uzbek regiment twisted 
his wide mouth 

"Do you know what homesickness is? The Uzbeks are not cowards, nor 
do they want to loot - they are homesick!" 

The commissioner banged his fist on the table. 

"You are incapable, comrade, we have means to force the front - " 

There was a knock on the thin door. 

"Comrade Commissar," reported the Caucasian, "a detachment of 


Uzbeksis here and insists on talking to you." 

"Well, dear comrade, political confidant," the commissar laughed all over 
his face, "what do you say now? Bring in the people!" 

"Commissary - " 

"Come in, I say!" 

"There are at least two hundred!" 

The commissioner stood up. 

"Father Commissar," said the old Uzbek submissively, "you are the great 
man in the whole circle - you promised us - land, freedom, peace. We beg you, 
we know you will not object, let us ride home!" 

The commissioner smirked: 

"At the moment it is not possible, comrade. But soon we will have beaten 
the white dogs, then you will get land, freedom, peace." 

"We will not ride without telling you," continued the old man, 
unperturbed; "see, we are the elected ones of the regiments, and we come," he 
said slowly, "to take our leave, great commissary!" 

The commissar reached for the braided leather whip that always hung on 
his belt. But in time, his gaze flew over the Uzbeks' brand-new rifles. 

"You are not going to - back to the front!" he ruled the Uzbeks 

"Farewell, great commissar," the old Uzbek bowed, "you were long: 
master to us. We have had everything, food, horses, weapons. But the earth 
calls. And our earth, great commissary, is stronger." 

"You are breaking the contract," the Chekist said slowly. "But we want to 
part without rancor. For youridden bravely by our side" 

The faces of the Uzbeks were shining. 

"Look, great sir," said the old man joyfully, "this is how we want it: 
Parting in peace!" 

"You have been given food," continued the commissary, "you have 
honestly earned it. You have received sufficient wages, you have earned it." 

The Uzbek's mouth twitched. He wanted to say something, but politeness 
commanded him to be silent. 

"You have been given horses, they are yours, because of your bravery.But 
- " the commissar continued, "you have been given weapons, brand 
newweaponsWe need the weapons to fight the whites, we need the weapons 
for victory For the protection of the villages and the cities.Even your villages, 
comrades - you must deliver the weapons!" 

"The guns," said the old man uncertainly, "the guns - yes Commissar, the 
guns, they are yours. We want to take our old rifles from the camp again - the 
weapons are his," he said firmly against the grumbling that rose behind his 
back. "We want to bring them during the night." 

"Unnecessary nuisance." The commissar called across the courtyard to the 
Chekists' guardroom, "Two platoons saddle up, my horse! You leave your 


weapons here, and we will accompany you for your protection and to get the 
other weapons!" 

The trumpets sounded brightly. Carbines rattled in circles, sabers rumbled 
behind them and heavy revolvers. 

Then the Uzbeks turned the horses. In front, in two long lines, rode the 
Red soldiers from the first platoon of the Cheka of Perm. And behind the 
Uzbeks closely closed those of the second. 

Almost imperceptibly, the commissar moved his pinched lips. The Chekist 
saluted and blasted forward. 

Fields flew up to the right and left of the wide road. Behind, a sparse bush 
forest grew out of the steppe. 

The commissioner lit a cigarette. 

"Here!" he said loudly and rode away from the column. With one blow the 
first platoon stopped. In an instant the Uzbeks were surrounded and torn from 
the saddle. 

"Get rid of the horses!" 

The commissioner tightened in the saddle. 

"Hurry - we don't have time!" 

The Uzbeks huddled together like a herd of cattle. 

"Commissar," said the old man, fixing his dark, slittedeyes on him in 
bewilderment 

Then the rifle locks rattled. Silently the Uzbeks looked into the dark 
muzzle holes. Only at the very back a heavy, monotonous song leapt from the 
doomed ranks. But even that fell silent when the first volleys howled over the 
wide field. 

"Spill over! Don't make stories! Some earth and then silk up!" 

"You ride, and you and you!" the commissar determined his political 
confidants. "The Uzbek troops are divided between the Caucasian and 
Ukrainian regiments. Tell them their delegates haveand roughed upthe Whites 
Mount up!" he thundered across the square. "Long live the Soviets!" 

A dark cloud swept along. Past the edge of the village to the right and left 
of the road, some to the right, others to the left, and the thirdthrough the 
middlein the large camp, the Uzbek regimentswaiting for their delegates 

"And one of the old men was my father," the Uzbek concluded his report 
"Two of my brothers were among those shot. We found out about all this 
much, much later, when it was already too late. But we did not forget. 

We have been waiting for the hour, the hour of our revenge. Let me go 
back over to the regiments, give me handbills with your slogans on them, we 
will win more than two-thirds of all Asian regiments, believe it, sir!" 

The interpreter looked at him sheepishly. "This is not my business, I will 
write everything down and report it." 

The old Uzbek was led to the next prison camp. 


The next evening I met Kaul again. It is quieter at the front. I told him 
about my experiences in the Ukrainian villages and about the old Uzbek. 

"If we only take advantage of the opportunity God has given us," Kaul 
said heavily, "you'd want to pray for it.” 

I looked at him completely confused. "Do you think it is possible for 
uspass by this awakening of the Ukrainian, indeed Russian, people's soulas if 
nothing had happened?" 

Kaul smiled bleakly. "You forget that we are in our own trap - they are all 
Untermenschen - Herrgott," he cursed between them, "when I hear that 
damned word - how do you imagine that, Untermenschen in German 
uniforms? Apart from that, concedingrights and concepts that we have so far 
rejected?" 

"Kaul," I stammered, "you see too black, you are embittered by the stupid 
concentration camp and perhaps all too personal experiences - this is not about 
dogmas, may they be good or bad, I haven't thought about that yet, this is not 
about paper concepts, this is about real, true life, this is about everything: 
about our own future, about the coming face of the earth. And last but not 
least, about these peoples who, through a hell of despair and anguish, come to 
meet us with faith, expecting freedom and equality from us- " 

Kaul briefly concluded the conversation. "We will see which is stronger - 
dogma or life. 

I walked away disgruntled. That guy can make your whole existence 
miserable. At the same time, I was again overcome by raging fear. Could that 
even be possible? 

Tired and battered, I went to sleep. | 


The morming brought new fights and attacks. However,werapid 
progressthroughout theday I was quite amazed when the bright light had 
already started to wander. Only over on the broad knoll, where the Soviets had 
set up their cursed ratchet-bang battery, it was still flickering in the air. Here 
in the village, which the enemy had left to our top platoon in headless flight a 
few hours ago, the twilight drew its first spinning threads. 

The narrow mud house behind the main road, in the direction of the 
enemy, was convenient for us. When we knocked, a narrow crack opened. 
"There! There!" said the slim, dark-blond Ukrainian girl, "there is room." 
Then we moved in. A large parlor thatwasboth kitchen and bedroom, We 
hauled straw from the nearby barn. The two little children followed us 


wherever we went. The girl, perhaps sixteen years old, on the threshold 
between child and wife, smiledwe spread out our blankets and threw ourselves 
down as we walked and stood. 

"The father?" I asked. 

"Shot - " 

"Why?" 

"Who can know?" 

"The mother?" 

"Died a year ago." 

"And what do you actually live on? The two little ones and you?" She 
shrugged her shoulders. Then she showed her flashing teeth with a laugh. 
"Sjemichki!" And began to take handfuls from the big pile of sunflower seeds 
she had roasted on the stove. 

We had been on the heels of the enemy all day. That's why I didn't wake 
up until the middle of the night. Were none of us on guard? Or had we been 
forgotten? The footsteps of the double guards sounded on the village street. It 
was very quiet. Only far in the distance a wounded cowscreamedthrough the 
darkness Rarely a single shot was fired. The oil sparkle on the table flickered 
restlessly back and forth.Then I saw that the girl in the narrow bed had slipped 
the covers and her boyishgirl's body shimmered through the twilight Slowly I 
got up and pulled the blanket over her. That's when she woke up, startled. 
"Nit- shevo," I said softly, so as not to wake the others, "what's your name?" 
Her name was Tekle. A rare name in Ukraine. That was the name of the girls 
up in Latvia and Lithuania. But she was probably a rare girl herself, who had 
not run away, but bravely took up the burden that mother's shoulders could no 
longer bear. "Tomorrow" I said with a smile, "tomorrow, Tekle, you must tell 
me." 

A fine blush stretched up from her neck across her face. "Yes, German," 
she replied, and then, without hesitation, "Tomorrow." 

But that's how it is with us soldiers, always different from what you 
think.We started at dawn and, after hard, heavy fighting, threw the enemy off 
the hilltop and drove him ahead of us toward the big city, whose towers and 
factory chimneys shimmered in the misty distance 

The alarm came suddenly. We barely had time to pack our bags. We 
couldn't eat. "Tekle!" I said, but then the conductor shouted, and I jumped out. 
She stood paralyzeda momentbut then she ran into the house. Before leaving 
the village, she still reached us. She slipped something into my skirt pocket. 
Then I could just squeeze her hand, as the heavy Maxi machine guns of the 
Soviets rattled towards us. 

It was a great mess. The air was very ferruginous and the heads were 
much too big for us all at once. The right skirt pocket bulged. Annoyed, I 
turned a little on my side, lying on the ground in the stroke. Immediately it 


struck dully beside me in the fat field earth. But then I already had my hand 
out of my pocket: Sjemichki! Slowly I pushed the first sunflower seed into my 
mouth. "What are you eating?" my right neighbor asked me. Carefully, I 
pushed him a handful of seeds. He looked puzzled, then, grinning, cracked the 
first seed between his teeth. But his neighbor also asked and received 
something. Soon my pocket was empty. The fire spell, meanwhile, rose quite 
nicely. The splinters sang tersely and tunelessly above our heads their eternal 
song of dying. 

Towards evening, however, we moved into the embattled village and soon 
fell into a death-like sleep. 


In the morning, like hammer blows, news from the companies assailed us. 
The engineer company hadbeenattacked flanking from the forest Only by the 
energetic intervention of a gun of the third platoon of the second anti-aircraft 
battery the enemy could be held down and the mass attack was shattered. In 
front at the Sixteenth, at the Eighteenth and not least at the Seventeenth 
Company the enemy pressed with unheard-of masses. 

Then the cry for help came through the airwaves, "Ammo is running out, 
send all ammo as fast as you can or we can't hold!" 

On top of that, it had been raining heavily all morning. The ground had 
become groundless and slippery, that insidious slipperiness that we hated so 
much, because the vehicles simply slid away. We feverishly loaded the big 
tractor of the heavy section: it alone got through everywhere. Box after box 
went up. And then the order to me: "You know the way, take two men and 
come through. The ammunition must go to the front!" 

Our giant box roared off. It rattled quite decently on the right and left. But 
we barely had time to turn our heads. No ammunition! The company has no 
ammunition! 

We reached the heights for which there had been a hard fight yesterday 
and turned off to the small, half-ruined bridge. In the wide hollow that covered 
us against enemy sight, I let the car climb up. The driver looked 
apprehensively at the swampy terrain, but it worked, we came up, were at the 
new, freshly fought roadside. There, at the narrow row of bushes, I parked the 
car for the time being. 

A man rushed across the field. 

"The Sixteenth?" Yes, it was here; where it is now, I don't know. All hell's 
breaking loose with the connections, everything's in the works." 

At the top of the ridge, it whistled just above our big tractor, visible for 
miles. If only no Pak takes us on the grain, I thought worriedly. That's when 
my thought was voiced by the driver. "The ammunition," he said, "if it were 
lost!" No one thought of themselves anymore. In front we were needed! 


We were called from the clover field. Two wounded. "Take us with you!" 
one of them shouted, "don't leave us here!" 

Ammunition forward! 

"It won't work!" I yelled, looking away so I wouldn't have to look them in 
the eye. "We'll be back, comrades!" 

In the distance, further to the right, some figures in the cornfield. Friend or 
foe? It was the connection I was looking for, not the Sixteenth, but the 
Eighteenth. I reported to the Obersturmfihrer. "At the right time!" he called to 
me. "Unload, I just have to get up the hill with my men, then I'll send for 
them." 

Twenty or thirty prisoners came through the high 
cornfield.Alreadytheystanding by the wagon, ho-ruck, zuck, box upon box 
lined up and carefully covered with corn straw The prisoners squatted 
stubbornly against the roadside ditch. Up in the sky two Soviet airplanes 
rattled. Had become rare in recent days, very very rare. Now, however, they 
tipped over and flew a hair's breadth above us; their machine guns spewed 
death and destruction, but they did not hit. 

The whole wide field was full of dead Soviet soldiers. I went through the 
field, there must lie the Sixteenth. A Rottenfiihrer came after me. We walked 
side by side. He didn't know where the Sixteenth was either. Suddenly I was 
startled: the one dead man had moved. 

"Slow down!" said the commander and drew his pistol. Then the "dead 
man" straightened up in a flash and wanted to throw the hand grenade he had 
ready in his hand, but our pistols were faster. 

Suspiciously we now examined the other fallen lying in heaps and rows. 
Here Gevatter Hein had held abundant harvest. 

How often had weseen thevictims of theMoscowsoul-sellersdiethis 
warStubbornly, their eyes turned almost lackluster into the distance, as if 
fascinated by the rattle of the machine gunstheyran intothe hail of steel of our 
weapons Often, even the last moment could not conjure a heartbeat of 
recognition, or shock on their expressionless faces. Again and again they 
arrived, soulless,like puppets of a gruesome puppet theater, with the same 
choppyshort movements: everything about them is without soul, purely 
mechanical.This is perhaps the worst: we experienced the most horrible thing 
in the East: mechanical dying 

There was the sixteenth. "On the road ammunition!" 

A man ran over to me. "Where?" When I led the way, he dashed off to 
bring word to his company. Another came toward. He was going to the 
Seventeenth. He, too, got the location of the ammunition. 

Then we went home, again down the hollow, at the edge of 
whichwereenemyartillery impacts, up the road 

The command post was very busy. Already the radio operatorsmessages to 


the commander: "Companies everywhere in rapid action!" The commander 
snatched the paper from the radio operator's hand. For the first time in days we 


saw him laugh. 
* 


In the evening an Austrian sergeant said to me, "Have you heard? The 
captain has fallen!" 

"What captain?" I asked in amazement. 

"Leopold - it just came through the radio." 

The news did not leave me. The eternal adversary of Dollfuss and 
Schuschnigg had fallen with Hitler at the moment when the time had come in 
Austria. His adversaries, however, rose. 

But he went quietly to where the hereditary enemy stood. And fell. 

And was rewarded with what was denied to his opponents, the death of an 
honest and brave soldier, which he had been all his life. With him, however, 
revolutionary Austrian National Socialismwith all its skyrocketing illusions, 
had fallen 


* 


By evening, the companies had dug in again. The cauldron around Uman 
was closed. The sky blazed in rapid succession of heavy impacts. Our 
company had the best field of fire at the steep edge of the small river. But here 
nothing moved. The prisoners of the day, about sixty men, and a Soviet 
lieutenant squatted dully and tired to death in the small hollow, just behind the 
main battle line. 

"You take one man and bring back the prisoners," ordered the company 
commander. Tired, I stood up, waved to the Rudi and called to the prisoners: 
"Dawai" - shattered, they rose. I let the lieutenant trot along beside me.Rudi 
walked at the end, the ready-to-fire machine pistolin his arm 


We marched into the sinking day. We passed numerous dead and seriously 
wounded. Here and there the medics were working.Then they too stopped, and 
the rapidly falling darkness enveloped us all "If the prisoners will," it flashed 
through my mind, "we'll have a speedy ascension. We two are before Peter 
sooner than we can think, sixty and we two -" 

The Soviet lieutenant stumbled next to me. 

"Papirossi?" I asked. His dirt-encrusted eyes lit up. I handed him a round 
Juno. In the light of the matchI thoughtfullylooked athis indifferent face What 
could be going on behind that low brow? I cursed my ignorance of the 
language. 

Backwards, I heard Rudolf grumbling. Again and again someone stepped 


out. We had been marching through the deserted night for a good hour. "If 
only we'd run into an ammunition column," I thought uneasily, "damn, I didn't 
imagine the way to the battalion command post would be that far." 

A few shots flashed to our left. Startled, we all stopped. prisoners crowded 
around me like a herd of startledanimals 

"Idiots!" I yelled at the top of my lungs, "Prisoner transport!" 

The fire became stronger. A slow machine gun barked between them. 

"You," cried Rudy, coming up hurriedly, "the Ivan - " 

Somewhere the Soviet Russian had pushed through and was trying toget 
onto the road we were marching onof all 

The sheaves were barely a finger's breadth above our heads. 
Automatically, I threw myself to the ground and began to crawl in the ditch. 
As I did so, I pulled my heavy pistol out of my pocket. "Any moment the first 
one will jump on my back!" I thought. But nothing happened. 

I heard the panting of the lieutenant close beside me. Shyly I looked over 
my armpit. The screaming of the attacking Soviets was now less than two 
hundred meters ahead of us. Looking around, I saw the whole column of 
prisoners crawling close behind me. Unmoved and indifferent were the faces. 
A deep calm and gratitude came over me. Occasionally I heard the 
encouraging, wooing shouts of the attacking Soviets. But my prisoners did not 
answer; pressed tightly against the Ukrainian earth they continued to crawl 
behind me. The road dropped off into a wide hollow way. 

Breathing a sigh of relief, I jumped up. Now the roaring "hurrah" of 
attacking German companies sounded from the side, thwarting the enemy's 
advance. For us they would have come too late. 

It was pitch dark when we arrived at the command post. "Immediately to 
the rear to the field gendarmerie!" an officer ordered me. 

Tired and battered, we plodded on. Finallyreachedprison camp I reported 
in. A fat sergeant took overwhole group He roughly pushed the one prisoner 
who did not understand quickly enough into line. 

"Listen," I said in a rough voice, "those brothers could have easily turned 
our collars on us two - " and told the short but so crucial story for us. He 
looked at me big. 

Then I emptied my pockets and gave away all my tobacco to the 
prisoners. Rudi did the same. That was all I had, and that was all I could do as 
a lance corporal. 

"You know," Rudi said thoughtfully as we moved frontward again, "I was 
actually going to stop in with the machine gun because I figured it was closing 
time anyway and didn't want to report to the heavenly corporal alone, but 
damn, your way was the better way." 

I said nothing, the good Kasseler, a nineteen-year-old who had only 
experienced the Eastern Front for such a short time, would not have 


understood me. 

But at that time I, too, hadnot been able to comprehendthe actual thoughts 
of our prisonersOver there the own comrades - the freedom - the connection to 
the own troop - and here two enemy soldiers. 

Why hadn't the prisoners broken through? We could not have prevented 
them, nor would we have done so. In this hopeless situation we would have 
been glad to escape with our lives. 

Nevertheless, the explanation was not so difficult. For the Soviets, the 
captured Red Army man is a write-off. He has died politically before he dies 
physically. He has come into contact with the enemy. He has pierced the glass 
wall, and it is uncertain how he will react. He may have seen through the 
gigantic hoax in no time - in any case, he has become an uncertain element. 

He is interrogated for days and interrogated again and again. What did the 
enemy do? What did he ask you? What did you say? What impression do you 
have of the enemy? Woe to him if he makes himself suspicious there with 
only one answer. Woe to him if, perhaps in the first fear of capture, he had 
only dropped a careless word, then his fate is clear. 

As much as the Red Army soldier fears the enemy due to the massless 
commissarhetze:Once in captivity and still remained alive, he fears just as 
much as before the enemy, the return to the Soviet army. For, by the very fact 
that he had remained alive, that he did not return mutilated or maltreated, he is 
a living proof of the mendacity of the whole Bolshevik propaganda and must 
be - a traitor. Because only a traitor - according to Bolshevikjargon - 
cansucceed in coming back from the enemy like this 


In the morning, in the first gray of the day, a hail of enemy artillery 
showered us. But the salvos were exactly a hundred meters too far. Further to 
the right, exactly where the enemy breakout attempt had taken place in the 
evening, in the area of the neighboring battalion, all hell broke loose. 

The first tanks tried to break through the barrier. Soviet infantrymounted, 
Red Cossacks closed in, regiment by regiment, in between artillery mounted 
on horses and, regiment by regiment, the infantry Two 8.8 batteries had been 
brought up and were rushing between them in direct fire. Tanks burned, horses 
reared and whinnied, people roared. In between, blow after blow, the harsh 
barking of our 8.8 and the hammering of the machine guns. 

With wide eyes we squatted in our holes and looked, as if from a box seat, 
at the gruesome theater. In an hour the fate was decided. The attempt to break 
through was shattered, the cauldron of Uman could no longer be blown up. 
Around noon we were relieved by a foot unit. But we continued to advance. 
Towardsthe Black Sea 

The morning found us already again in hard fight with the fiercely 


resisting enemy, who had bitten along a high railroad embankment. Four times 
we had attacked, four times we hadsmeared The commander cursed in all 
tones. The company commanders were franticThe urgently requested artillery 
supportcame and did notInstead, a Hungarian hussar regiment came. We 
smiled. What were the Magyars doing here? Too bad about the beautiful, 
elegant horses. 

Suddenly we were petrified. Those guys had gone crazy! Squadronafter 
squadron moved forward, toward us A loud command. Like lightning, the 
tanned, slim horsemen sat in the saddle, a tall colonel with a shiny gold collar 
truly drew his saber. From the flank four or five light armored scouts barked 
and already the whole regiment roared over the wide earth, flashing sabers 
gleamingafternoon sun. This is how Seydlitz must have attacked once. 
Disregarding all caution, we jumped out of our holes. It was all like a 
grandiose close-up for a horseback movie. On the railroad embankment the 
first salvos whipped, strangely thin. 

And then, amazed and laughing, we saw how the Soviet regimenthad 
beenfuriously and doggedly resisting the onslaught of our companiesleapt up 
and rushed madly backward, driven before them by the whooping Hungarians, 
whose bare blades held rich, abundant crops 

The nerves of the Russian mushiks were simply not up to the sight of the 
flashing sabers. The primitive weapon hadshaken and brokenprimitivehearts 

Again we sat up and pursued the fleeing enemy, with whom we lost all 
contact in the evening hours. 

Shortly before dawn, a message came through the ranks that two 
companies of the Wehrmacht on the right flank had advanced too far in the 
course of the pursuit and that, although they had to carry radios, of course, 
there was no news of them. fell to us to look for these two companiesif 
necessary, to drive them out 

Until shortly before midnight, we marched, drove and fired against 
smaller groups of enemies that were now reappearing. Butnothing was to be 
seen or heardfrom the companies When we came to the edge of a huge apricot 
orchard, the commander ordered "Halt!". The companies took up 
makeshiftpositions, fanning out around the battalion command post 

"I don't know about this," I said to another dispatcher just before I fell 
asleep, "there's a strong smell of dead bodies here - " 

"What are you spinning up again," a voice at which I was startled to 
recognize the commander ruled me, "where would bodies come from? Go to 
sleep, it's wiser." DazedI wrapped myself in my tent tarp and slept a deep, 
dreamless sleep 

All at once I was awakened roughly. It was dimly dawning morning. 

"I want you to go to the old man right now!" 

I rushed up. The commander looked at me strangely. "You were darn 


right about that funny nose of yours - just look at the mess!" 

Close to the command post, in a small valley depression also planted with 

apricot trees, a crowd of soldiers stood whispering. 
As I pushed my way through the rows, I bounced back. The little trees bore 
strange fruit: German soldiers. But what did they look like! With their arms 
tied backwards high to the weak branches, their knobbed cups stripped, their 
feet burned to the knees, charred The faces so horribly distorted that old 
soldiers closed their eyes before the gruesome picture. 

"Stalin socks," it popped into my head. We had heard about it a few times, 
but we didn't really believe it. The feet doused with gasoline, set on fire, died 
in excess of the unbearable pain. 98 men and non-commissioned officers, 
three sergeants and two lieutenants. 

Silently the crowd stood. front, in the middle of the small townprisoners 
who had fallen into our hands the day before began to dig a huge grave of 
honorMore and more soldiers and officers flockedtogether Immediately, the 
prisoners were echoed to detach the dead from the branches and carry them to 
the mass grave.They did it indifferentlyand dully, as they did everything they 
were ordered to 

They shouldered the already stiff dead, who with their whimsically band 
twisted arms and tortured faces looked like old, hand-carved figures of Christ 
from the hand of the medieval Tilman Riemenschneider, and trotted through a 
rigid line of soldiers toward the graveMeanwhile, officers and soldiershadcome 
overfrom the unit to which the two companies belonged 

"My God," said a sergeant next to me, "the Karl, my brother Karl!" 

White in the face, he raised his pistol. When the shot rang out, the 
prisoner carrying his mutilated brother slowly collapsed. The next one 
equanimously lifted the mutilated man on his armpit and staggered on. 

A Hauptsturmfthrer jumped in between. "I understand you, comradebut 
this is no longer your business alone - " 

Forlornly, the sergeant pocketed the pistol. "What should I write to the 
mother," he said as if to himself, "I should have always looked after our 
youngest - " 

From the inhabitants of the village of Gejgowa we then learned the course 
of events. When the two lieutenants, young officers who had only been at the 
front for a short time, realized that they could not expect any help and that the 
men had completely lost their way, they surrendered, trusting that there were 
soldiers fighting under the red hammer and sickle banner after all. And that 
was the end. 

* 

noon we pursued the enemy, whofierce fightafternoon hoursOur attack, 
however, fragmentedthe enemy regimentwith excessiveforce Soon the battle 
was dying. 


Up near the golden yellow sunflower fieldisolated rifle shotsstill 
whippedthrough the late summer day and over on the heights a few bursts of 
fire chased towards the plain But all this was only scenery. The drama was 
over. 

Again we had thrown the enemy, who greatly outnumbered us Foolhardy 
our men had forced the decision. Silently I now walked through the long alley 
of the ethnic German village Nowa Danzia. Always the same picture. Up near 
Kiev, over on the Dnieper and down here in front of the Black Sea - villages 
without men. 

"My husband?" said my landlady in amazement, "he was taken away by 
the communists four years ago in the night. Since then I have never heard 
from him again. My son is working in a forced labor campSiberia," reported 
the old, haggard woman next door "My brother," the tall blonde concluded the 
report, "he's supposed to have spied - with whom, it never came out. And 
what, neither. But they took him along with my husband and sentenced him to 
ten years hard labor. I'm sitting here with six children without ever having 
received a single line from either of them again. Have they been shot? I don't 
know. I don't know anything anymore - this is a life..." she suddenly cried out 
The other women around me lowered their heads. 

Sometimes the excess of the experience was so great that one thought one 
could not bear it. And yet, it was precisely this front of crueltykilled the all too 
familiar, sometimes almost blasé, in us We have become again who we were 
before we started the march of inner decision. The great is for us again radiant 
and great and the still so simple, simple, deepest promise of our faith. 

"Good evening!" said a little girl in the middle of my thoughts, "what time 
is it already, German soldier?" 

Mechanically, I gave notice. Then I stopped. Thousands and thousands of 
German peasants were "liquidated" in the forced labor campsand 
penitentiaries of the "workers' paradise" How many villages without men are 
there in Ukraine, on the Volga? After twenty years of unimaginable torture, 
however, a small child asks in the middle of the grassypath: "What time is it, 
German soldier?" 

How proud I was in the morning about the quick victory of our weapons. 
Suddenly, however, I knew that our flags are only signposts to the great 
stream of blood that goes its way over everything. Into eternity. 


Silently I walked along the now dusky alley. Over by the dilapidated 
school, the Uzbek prisoners were humming a wistful, home-longing song Of 
distant steppes and mountains. Muffled giggles came from the dark corners of 
the collective barns. Only the footsteps of the guards sounded lonely through 
the early night.picture of a strange womancrackled in my pocket Tomorrow 
the staff sergeant would keep it and send it to the troop of the six dead: 


In the first few minutes as we entered this village andcombedthe rows of 
housesan old shaky man had suddenly approached me and taken me by the 
hand 

"Over there," he whispered slowly, "over there they lie." Before I could 
ask further, he led me through the small garden to the edge of two dilapidated 
lime pits that lay on the border of the "Lenin" collective farm. 

"Here," he said hoarsely, tears streaming down his wrinkled face. We 
fetched prisoners with spades. They lifted the big stones and shoveled away 
the earth: a German soldier's boot and on it - a dead comrade. There were six 
of them, six men.Scatteredby the unitthey fell into captivity despite the bravest 
resistance 

They were interrogated by the commissars of the Bolshevik General Staff. 

They were silent. 

They were threatened. 

They were silent. 

Then they were led to the edge of the two dilapidated lime pits, which 
served as waste pits. The Soviet general himself was standing next to them. 
The men knew what was coming. They looked the Soviet commissars straight 
in the face. 

Only one pulled out a small picture, the picture of his wife. He held it in 
front of him. And did not feel the first blow. When he fell, the woman of his 
longing stood transfigured in the dark gate and helped him with her big child's 
eyes over the agony of the moment into the peace of eternity. 

In the distance, the German women of the village of New Gdansk stood 
and wept. 

Stones and earth were hastily poured over the partially still twitching 
victims of the Bolshevik murderousness. For up at the edge of the forestthe 
first Waffen SS advance against the village 

For a long time we stood in front of the dead comrades.A freshly filled 
canteenstill lay there, a few dog tags and the small picture I picked it up. 
Suddenly one of us stepped to the right and the other to the left. I walked 
hastily down the street. Behind me sounded the spadesand shovels of the 
prisoners to prepare a worthy resting place for our dead brothers. 

It was very late when I got to our quarters. Everyone was still awake. 
Hesitantly, one asked, "Didn't you pick up the picture?" 

I nodded. It went from hand to hand. Silently, devoutly. 

We soldiers have forgotten how to talk too loudly. We can no longer talk 
about many things since the last miracle was revealed to us. That's why 
nobody talked much about heroism and bestiality. Only a cleaning of weapons 
began in feverish haste until late at night. 

In the morning, before daylight, we attacked again and defeated the 
overwhelming enemy, shattering its last line of resistance and driving it to the 


shore of the Black Sea. 


The next noon the order came to the division: Due to the inhuman 
cruelties of the Red Army in the section of our units, the prisoners of the last 
three days will beshotas a retaliatory measure! 

The lives of four thousand men were gambled away.For so many were in 
our hands during those three days so fateful for them They hardly looked up 
when the interpreter announced their fate to them in a cold voice. 

At a large tank trench they lined up, eight men. The first volley cracked. 
As if hit by a huge fist, they sprang forward into the depths of the trench. 
Already the next eight men stepped onto the death tarp. They usedfew 
minutesthey had left ontheworldso merciless for themtheir ownstrange way, so 
incomprehensible for us One of them took off his still good uniform skirt and 
smoothed it beautifully before he laid it wistfully on the ground to get up for 
the last walk. Manufacture is rare in the red worker's paradise and perhaps a 
freezer can cover himself with it, may have been his thought, but perhaps it 
was only the automatic respect for the divinity of the material that had been 
preached to them for decades. The others smoked their last cigarette, 
laboriously twisted from a piece of dirty newsprint, addicted to pleasure. No 
one wrote his last greeting for his loved ones. And no one had a single tear in 
his eye. 

Only one, a long Georgian or Osete, suddenly jumped up, grabbed a 
spade lying around, in order to hit it with lightning speed not into the skull of 
the German guard who was standing close by, but into the skull of a red - 
commissar with full force. "Sabak Bolshevik!" he groaned and breathed a deep 
sigh of relief. 

The captain who was leading the execution approached him. "Officer?" 

"Da- ", replied the Caucasian. 

The captain hesitated. "Come," he said hastily and wanted topullthe 
Caucasianbehind his wagon We all looked away. We, too, would have been 
burning to save the beautiful, long man. 

He knew immediately what the captain wanted. He proudly shook his 
slender head. As he did so, he pointed to the row of his dead comrades. 
"Nascha Fronta!" he said slowly ("our front!"), threw away his cigarette and 
strode equanimously forward to the tank ditch, to his death. 


Chapter 3 


Along the Black Sea against Mariupol 


The retreat of the Red Army's southwestern front became a panic flight. 
Stalin's Marshal Budjonny, around whom the Bolsheviks had woven a heroic 
wreath of honor because of his deeds in the Civil War, had shown himself to 
be incompetent and amateurishJust as his northern colleague, the head of the 
middle Soviet army group, Marshal Timoshenko, had shown himself to be a 
nonentity and a battle loser 

The next morning found us already on the outskirts of Kherson. The 
enemy artillery was howling at all pitches.But as strong as their effort was, 
partly supported by the naval guns of the Red Black Sea Fleet, their impacts 
went too far to the left and almost did not hit at all 

At the station there was a whole platoon of T 34 Soviet tanks, which were 
never to be used again. The commander still could not quite decide to attack. 
There were several fires in the city, and ammunition dumps were constantly 
being blown up.young Styrian ordnance officer was finally given the task of 
reconnoitering the nearestpart of the city. He called me. "Come with me!" 

Our sidecar motorcycle roared through the deserted alleys. No sign of the 
enemy. A few houses were burning. We sped around a street crossing. A 
civilian, frightened, ran in front of us into the next house arch. 

"Stoj! Stoj!" Motionless, he stood still. I jumped off and tried to lash out at 
him in my puny soldier Russian. moreBolsheviksin the district Magazines? 
Wine? Schnapps? He suddenly laughed all over his face. 0 yes, there on the 
right around the corer, the big red house, inside there are the cellars of the 
NKVD magazines of the city. 

The young Untersturmfihrer did not hesitate for a moment. "If we don't 
bring the old man any prisoners, at least we'll bring him a bottle of wine. 
Come on!" 


We immediately saw the big red house. The entrance for vehicles was 
open. We roared into it. Then the three of us stopped our hearts. The small 
courtyard was packed with Red Guards, maybe forty, fifty men. All in full 
arms. But the entrance was so narrow that the driver could not turn around 


with the best will in the world. The Untersturmfiihrer immediately raised his 
machine pistol. The Red Army soldiers stood motionless. I slid out of the 
saddle. Gathering all my Russian knowledge, I approached the first one: "Do 
you want cigarettes, Germanski cigarettes?" and held out a full pack to him. 

Joyful glow on all faces. Yes, yes! 

We lit our cigarettes. Out of the corner of my eye I saw the 
Untersturmfihrer turn the vehicle around with his machine pistol ready to fire. 

"The war," I said, still heart pounding, "it's broken, Stalin nothing good 
for Russia!" 

The men around me nodded and grinned. One of them brings me a 
batteredcooking pot full of red winel drank and _broughtrestthe 
Untersturmfiihrer He tastes. "Damn," he laughed quietly now, "where do you 
get it?" I ask my Russian friends. They laugh and point to the dark cellar 
entrance. Glancing at the two comrades, I follow the three or four men who 
precede me into the pitch-black cellar with more than mixed feelings, a whole 
pack joining behind me. Matches poorly illuminate the spacious cellar, which 
is already knee-deep in wine. I point to the smallest barrel. My helpers roll it 
up into the air. We load it onto the motorcycle, which is cracking at the 
seams.ItellRed Army soldiersput downtheir rifles and say: "We're almost 
there! Then we roar through the burning alleys again. 

No sooner does the commander have the wine thangeneral order to 
attackcomes.A little later our men laughingly roll up the NK VD wine, but the 
good Soviet Russians, who bravely helpedall came to the individual 
companies and battalion hussars as willing helpers The wine had brought them 
luck. 


* 


Kherson was the first real port city we saw in the Soviet Union. Until 
then, we had only passed through, driven through or fought through the 
villages and small towns fleetingly and hurriedly in the course of the fighting. 
Now another Russia rose before us. The population was restrained for the time 
being, but everywhere friendly and freed from the unbearable pressure of the 
political commissars, who in the last few days, the more the visible defeats 
became apparent, had been hammering away like madmen. 

At first, it was the many small children who built the first bridges between 
us and the intimidated people. Especially the sugar, even here in the fruit-rich 
southalmost unaffordablefor the ordinarySoviet citizen, made usfriendsquickly 
and successfully. The young girls met us friendly, but with great attitude. The 
first acquaintance I made was with an old woman who, to my amazement, 
spoke fluent German. She came from the German Volga settlements. I was 
glad tohave founda person with whom I could talk and invited the old woman 


to our quarters that evening Hesitantly, she accepted. The three of us lived in a 
vacant room whose occupants had fled across the Dnieper before us. 

"What shall I tell you," the old woman began awkwardly after the first cup 
of tea, "you would not understand after all. Russia has always lived under 
different laws than the other peoples - here nothing remains unspoken, nothing 
unresolved, as far as a human being can do that. The Russian man always 
wants to exhaust, to fathom everything, that was so under the tsar and it has 
probably remained so, if it has not been intensified when the great Illyich 
translated the dream of freedom, equality and brotherhood into Russian. 
Perhaps I can tell a story here, since you are eager to hear. I was very friendly 
with the Lavalle family from Marseilles when I was very young. Pierre 
Lavalle ran an export-import trade in Odessa, where at that time I was to be 
educated in the best girls’ boarding school there. By chance I met Marguerile 
Lavalle, his young wife, who was ten years older than me at the time, and we 
became friends. Then came the summer of 1919. 

Incessantly, in desperate haste, the disbanded squadronsCossacks and the 
last remnants of the imperial line regimentspressedagainst Odessathe circle 
Budjonny's red horsemen chased in unstoppablestorm against the defeated 
divisions of the White Army 

In feverish haste, the officers of the international troops, mainly French, 
had commandeered all the available craft of the port, from the old ironclads to 
the last motor launches, requisitioned supplies of coal and gasoline and all 
available food, and at breathless speed had embarked their troops 

Behind them, however, the shells of the Red batteries were already hitting 
the streets of Odessa, driving the large masses of White Guardsmen to 
accelerated flight. 

Without finding much resistance, the Red Army soldiers stormed the last 
settlements of the completely depressed and desperate city At the same 
moment the Bolshevik terror through the Cheka began to fulfill its bloody 
mission. For days the shootings of the unfortunate victims lasted. But the mass 
of counter-revolutionaries who had fled to the city was so huge that even the 
Cheka commissars, rich in cruelty, were helpless in the face of the crowd of 
the doomed. 

In short order, the Cheka manned the three old transport ships, unfit for 
the high seas, which had been left behind in the harbor, with the victims and 
sailed several kilometers out of the harbor. Without judgment and without 
mercy, the White officers, the Popes, the Men- shevik functionaries, but also 
the rebellious workers and peasants were tied together in pairs and thrown 
overboard alive. 

However, when the corpses remained on the surface and drifted inland 
with the tide,heavy iron pieceswere attached to the doomedbundles of 
peoplenext voyagebefore they were pushed into the water 


In the general haste, Pierre Lavalle, together with his wife and children, 
had remained behind in Odessa and had fallen into the hands of the terrorists 
during the indiscriminate arrests of the Cheka. In vain, Pierre Lavalle claimed 
to be completely aloof from all the political turmoil of the country, in vain he 
pointed out that he was a French citizen. Before his family managed to get to 
the commissar in charge, Pierre Lavalle was taken to one of the three death 
ships and staggered overboard with the others. 

His unfortunate wife, Marguerite did not rest until she was received at the 
Red Police Commissariat. The Soviet government was extremely embarrassed 
by the oversight and Marguerite Lavalle immediately received permission 
from the Chekist leaders to recover her husband's body. This was all the easier 
because Lavallehad been wearing a white linen suitwhen he was murdered 

It was a bright late summer morning. Silently Madame Lavalle stood next 
to the diver Gregor Ivanovich in the small motor launch, whichkeptits course 
towards the still anchored dead ships It was eleven o'clock at noon when the 
calmness of the sea allowed the diver to descend to the relatively shallow 
seabed. 

The pumps worked steadily. While Marguerite stared in the greatest 
excitement at the place where the diver had disappeared, the red police officer 
watched the hand of his wristwatch. After barely three minutes, two hasty 
distress signals came, whereupon the sailors instantly caught up with the diver. 
Gregor Ivanovich came on board outwardly completely unharmed. But when 
they unstrapped his helmet, he was dead. 

Wordlessly, the ship's crew surrounded the corpse. 

"Madame!" said the commanding Chekist, shrugging his shoulders after 
the unsuccessful attempts at resuscitation, "you see - an unforeseenincident! 
We have complied with your request, that's all I can do!" 

"Isn't there a second diver on board?" 

The Chekist looked questioningly around the circle of sailors.people tooka 
step back 

"Men!" said Madame Lavalle, "ten thousand rubles to him whobrings my 
husband'sbody!" 

"Ten thousand rubles!" it flew from mouth to mouth in a whisper, "ten 
thousandrubles!" 

"Quickly!" urged the Chekist, "What the Frenchwoman promises, she 
keeps!" 

clenched teeth, the stoker saw the dead diverover-suit being pulled off 
Without saying another word, he slipped the suit on. 

And then he went overboard. The water drew its wide circles, and one 
could clearly see from the rising air bubbles how unwaveringlynew diver kept 
his direction toward the place where the bodies ofthe previous day must lie 
Again the woman stared across the sea as if spellbound, and again the Chekist 


automatically checked the minutes. 

A desperate yank on the emergency rope caused everyone to cringe. 
Hastily, the hands grabbed the rope. Beating wildly, they pulled the Georgian 
up. With difficulty they unbuckled his helmet. Blood and saliva ran from his 
mouth and nose. The man looked around in circles. 

"What's wrong?" the Chekist ruled him unwillingly. "Have you become 
mad?" 

"Ten thousand rubles?" gasped the Georgian, "ten thousand corpses are 
coming across the sea. The Popes, the Bourschui, the generals and the soldiers 
-" Then he began to roar and rave and was only with difficulty to restrain. 


"Hello, comrade, have you heard? There's a guy in the hospital who's seen 
them!" 

"Who?" 

"The dead! Yes - " said the comrade, who had justcomeout of the bread 
supply pointpressing her laboriously conquered loaf more tightly to her chest 

"And the Pope stands upright among them with his hair flying, and holds 
his hands aloft, and curses us and the city. Upright, you hear, upright come the 
bodies across the sea!" 

news of the gathering of the dead flew from house to house, penetrated 
into the barracks of the Red Guards, into the casemates of the doomed, out 
into the narrow alleys and hunger quarters of the proletariat of Odessa 

In the evening, the first threats against the Red rulers flew through 
Odessa. In the morning there was a strike and mutiny in the port. Comrade 
General Commissar of the Cheka sped up in a car. 

"What's dead is dead - you dolts!" he shouted angrily at the excited 
crowds. "The corpses are merely standing because the iron keeps them on the 
ground, and after three days every floater rises. Go to work, comrades! And - " 

"The dead curse you!" screamed a high-pitched female voice. 

"The dead have cursed the city and us and our children!" 

"And you, you dogs!" the crowd raved. 

Comrade General Commissar retreated behind the rifle barrels of the 
Cheka. 

"Road clear! Or -" 

Stones flew through the air. No one made a move to give way. 

He raised his leather-gloved hand. 

When the gun smoke had cleared in the narrow, high angular alleys of the 
harbor, the place was empty. Hastily, Comrade Commissar General strodeover 
the dead on the pavement toward his car." 

We were silent. 

The old woman drank her teacup in silence. 

"We will redeem the Russian people," I said hastily, "from the futility of 


the life they now lead and from red slavery!" 

The old woman smiled enigmatically. "My later husband was a 
Menshevik. He too dreamed that one day the Russian people would be 
redeemed. Every Russian dreams of thathowever he may think and feel And at 
the same time, in his restless hours, my husband experienced the same images 
that we experienced all around us: shooting, hanging and deportation. Now, 
while the others were shooting, hanging anddeporting ours, healso died 
without having realized his dream. Twenty years of forced labor is a hard 
time." 

"We will redeem the Russian people," I repeated stubbornly and 
excitedly. The old woman rose. Thank you, young soldiersforbeing good to an 
old woman I want to give you a great truth as a parting gift: the Russian 
people will be redeemed only by the one who has the greater soul, not by the 
greater guns and cannons - " 

We sat together around the big samovar for a long time. 


In the morning it was clear that somewhere in the city there must be an 
enemy observation post of Soviet artillery. Because exactly those objects, 
where German command posts were sitting, were taken under very close fire 
by the Red "Black Sea Fleet and enemy batteries, which were located on the 
large Dnieper islands. 

The houses were searched in groups. In the harbor, we were struck by the 
piles of rich foodstuffs and especially bales of cloth in the apartments of 
mostly Jewish families, which stood in stark contrast to the paucity and 
poorliness of the proletarians' apartments that prevailed everywhere else. 
According to strict orders, nothing was confiscated by the combat troops. No 
arrests were made. A town militia formed of anti-communist elements eagerly 
helped in the search for the enemy observatory. It was also thanks to them that 
the man who directed the enemy fire by means of carrier pigeons was 
investigated and arrested. 

The next day I encountered a strange procession in the harbor. Five 
German policemen and some city guardsmantiedup, who was walking calmly 
among them and had a large placard around his neck: "I led the Soviet fire on 
Kherson and am to blame for the deaths of 63 Russian women and children in 
addition to German soldiers I will be hanged today for this!" was written on it 
in Russian and German. Women, men and children everywhere approached 
the man and slowly read the text, stepping back again to let others go ahead. 
An old peasant was awkwardly spelling outthe wordscondemnedthe texthim 
with obviouspleasure 

"So, that's you?" the farmer asked slowly. The man calmly answered in 
the affirmative. 


"Serves you right," the farmer replied just as calmly, "I'm glad the devil's 
finally got those damned commissars!" The man didn't make a face. "They 
will come again!" The farmer strucka crossfright Several women followed his 
example. "God grantyou a quick death," said the farmer, handing the 
condemned man a cigarette, which the deliquent accepted with his bound 
hands. "When must you die?" 

"Today in the evening!" the communist readily answered. Then he had to 
go on. 

We looked at each other uncomprehendingly. I wonder if the old Volga 
German was right in the end, that the Russians live under different laws? 


The other morning we returned to the Bobrinetz- Kamanyelka area for rest 
and refreshment. New recruits had arrived from Germany to replenish the 
heavily thinned ranks. But something else had suddenly come to us, as if 
overnight: dysentery. 

The intestinal hospitals were overcrowded. first of my comrades was Kaul, 
whom I had not seen for a long time, since hebeen assigned to another 
battalionwith a special division. He complained that he was suffering from 
severe indigestion. He also looked frighteningly pale and emaciated. We told 
each other about our experiences. At the end also about the night conversation 
with the Volga German. 

"It may be that she is right," Kaul said slowly, "it may be. One thing is 
certain, whatever the Soviets do, they do consistently. They lie consistentlythey 
kill consistently, they carry out everything with an iron, bloodyconsistency 
that we only talk about But they are the full act, while we are only half the act 
in so many ways." 

I looked at Kaul from the side. He seemed to me somehow strongly 
changed. 

The next days were sleeping, eating and drinking. The Wehrmacht 
reportwas a chain of dizzying successes and successes again 

More and more illnesses occurred. Some came back thenext day from the 
military hospital, of which they told horrible thingsSome of the sick had to lie 
on straw, no night harnesseswere available, old steel helmets had to replace 
them 

One morning I found myself looking in love at my normal feces. No, 
there was nothing wrong with me, I was healthy. An order came that forbade 
drinking unboiled water and eating the melons. 

Suddenly, the recovery break was broken. The new offensive had begun. 
We were rolling against the Dnieper again. When we got close to the stream in 
the evening, I felt I was going to be sick. I got out of the car. 

With difficulty I reached my vehicle again in the large column that was 


jammed at the pioneer bridge of Berislaw. I had to dismount three or four 
times in quick succession. Sweat was standing on my forehead. Chills. 

Just before the bridge, the spike was on the side of the road. 

"Do you know the latest?" he asked me, "we have just buried Kaul- " 

My heart stopped. He had gone to the military hospital for examination 
after all, and the next day he was dead.heart had not held. 

"Red today, dead tomorrow -" said the spit laconically, "watch out, there's 
about to be a giant spell!" 

We finally rolled onto the bridge, it was pitch black night. Perhaps after 
the first kilometer of slow travel, the whole sky shone in the glow of the 
dropped Then the first bombs started falling like hail. We sat motionless on 
our vehicles On the right and on the left the bombs rushed.The flak batterieson 
both banks thundered against the sky and the bfell and fell But not a single one 
hit the bridge that night. 


* 


The next day I was already losing blood. But before my eyes stood the 
wretched intestinal hospital. I pulled myself together. I did not eat anything. At 
the same time I was terribly thirsty. The doctor gave me charcoal, tanalbin and 
opium at the end. But nothing helped. 

Fortunately, we had almost no fighting at all. The enemy fled before us in 
a frantic rush. On the eighth day I was so faint that I could hardly sit up. In the 
midst of my dozing an order"You take a squad in a bucket truck and two 
Kradmelderand clear the way." I could barely follow the officer's hand on the 
map. "You must reach these two villages - " 

We drove into the bright day. We drove and drove. The road led through 
fertile land. On sandy dunes, on the right wing of the road grew vines. The 
men looked uneasily into the high cornfields, in which whole companies could 
be hidden; I had become indifferent to everything. If only the two villages 
would finally come, and then finally lie down and sleep again! 

Then the first thatched roofs of Bolsche Kopani emerged from the green 
of the fruit trees in front of us. Carefully we drove up. With trembling knees I 
jumped out of the car. A young girl stood rooted to the spot as I approached 
her. She shook her head silently at everything I asked. She was obviously a 
young communist. Annoyed, I left her standing there.A woman who had 
appeared in the house willingly gave information.Three hours ago the last Red 
Army soldiers had passed through the village- there, her hand pointed to the 
horizon 

We drove slowly through the village. The women and men brought milk 
and melons. I looked away. I could not see anyone drinking. 

Again the ripening fertility welcomed us. Again dunes with vineyards, 
orchards, high cornfields. And then the second village. As we entered, a bit 


recklessly on my part, it was swarming with Red Army soldiers. The 
Kradmelder behind me saw our bucket screech to a halt, saw the first brown 
uniforms, turned with lightning speed and chased back, the second followed. 
Ice cold, I got out of the car. Gunner One slowly raised the barrel of the 
machine gun. But by then a tree-length Ukrainian was coming toward me. 
"Vujna kaput!" the war is over! And then he complained that the peasants did 
not want to give food to the hungry. I had the rifles, machine guns and mine 
launchers piledand let the starost come to me There was none yet. "Good, then 
it's you," I told an old man. He smiled flattered. By the way, I had caught the 
right-hand man, who had spent five years in forced labor for refusing to go to 
the collective farm and hated the Bolsheviks fiercely. Soon there was food for 
the starving prisoners. Immediately after that the whole battalion roared in, 
thinking that they would find us only as_ corpses.big hello that 
everythinghadgone so harmlessly. * 


The next day it was already fourteen days with me and my amoebic 
dysentery. 

"Now I'm going to try something very special," said the doctor, "I'm going 
to put castor in you, and not too little. That will restore the store!" 

"My dear friend," whispered the Unterscharfthrer, who was the first 
medic in the battalion, "if you can stand it, you're all right; if you can't, you're 
dead. Come to me later - I want to sacrifice something." 

Really, he offered me a whole bottle of "Schlichte, but moderately!" and I 
drank it down in one go on his advice,falling intoa dead-likesleep When I 
awoke after hours, I was far better. 

A few days I ate only scrawny bread and cookie, but then it went again. A 
quite perverse horse cure, but the dear amoebae apparently could not tolerate 
the Schlichte well, less than me anyway. 


On an elongated bump in front of Chulakovka the Ivan had got stuck 
again. An attack that lasted for hours had to be broken off unsuccessfully 
because our artillery could not approach, there was no trace of tanks. Towards 
evening four women reported to the commander. They said they knew a 
female commissar who had always cooked for the high commissars and who 
had now suddenly reappeared in the village. 

So the commissioner was arrested, interrogated. She kept silent. She had 
only cooked because she had been asked to. For the rest, she knew nothing. 
The women were taken and confronted with her. A wild confusion began. The 
commander was furious. Finally, he had the commissar locked up. 

At dusk, two defectors came forward from the enemy side, two red sailors 
with full weapons. They did not want any more. They were from Odessa. In 
any case, the commander had them locked up together with the commissar. In 


the morning the two sailors reported. One of them, an unsympathetic, overly 
tattooed womanizer, declared that he would not be insulted by this person. She 
had reproached them vehemently for defecting to the enemy andbetrayingtheir 
fatherland "Do you love Russia so little that you betray it?" I heard the whole 
incident through the interpreter. 

Shortly thereafter, the woman was interrogated again. She suspected her 
fate and was insolent. With that, her life was finally sealed. The company 
messengerswere to provide the firing squad In an instant we were gone. The 
followers, who were bringing in ammunition and rations, volunteered. 

When the Ukrainian peasant women asked the commander to take the 
beautiful clothes of the dead, he turned away. Immediately, however, the 
women came and brought a hundred thousand rubles and two accurate maps of 
the place, on which our positionswerequite accurately marked They had found 
everything in the underpants of the dead. 

* 


The next morning nine Stuka roared in. They bombedthe enemy positions 
Not a soul was stirring over there. But when the Stuka were gone, we were 
showered with quite a good layer of artillery. At last in the afternoon a 10.5 
battery came and we attacked again and threw the enemy. Now we went along 
the big Dnieper peninsula, again against the sea. 

Again, our car drove top, reconnaissance. This time, however, I was not 
alone. The orderly officer and an interpreter were with us. Again two 
Kradmelder hung themselves at a distance to our bucket. 


The terrain became confusing. Small sand hills like North Sea dunes opened 
up. In between, there were narrow rows of huddles up to the sandy path. In 
addition, high millet and corn fields and real, small forests. Everywhere death 
could squat, everywhere the last minute could wait for us. Our rifles had been 
loaded for a long time. The first houses appeared. An old woman shook her 
head. "Nema - nema - long gone - a good four hours - the red devils - " 

The village was free of enemies. The dispatcher raced back, but we drove 
further into the unknown country. The terrain became even more difficult. 
Forest stretched close to the road. All of a sudden there was also a railroad line 
ahead of us, which was not marked on any of our maps. We stood on the 
footboards, weapons ready to fire, expecting to receive enemy fire at any 
moment. Our second messenger followed at a hundred meters distance, one 
had to come back at least. But nothing happened. Again we drove through free 
villages, men and women were festively dressed. For hours, at the small mud 
houses, at the roadsides, the South Ukrainian women and children stood and 
waved and called to us. An old woman with trembling hands brought a large 


loaf of bread to the wagon and was amazed to see us laughing and thanking 
her. Again and again whole bushes of autumn flowers flew in to us. Asters, 
red, white, yellow and blue. Nobody had induced these people to wreathe our 
car, nobody had asked them to do so. And yet they risked their heads and 
necks, woe betide if a scattered bunch of Bolsheviksfound out about it Many a 
man had lost his life with a single flower. They dragged mountains of melons. 
We could not take anything, not even eggs and grapes. 

Then the battalion roared after us. Towards evening, the first sheaves of 
bullets whistled at us again and struck the steel greetings of the "Ratsch-Bum" 
to our right and left. The flower ride was over. The dance started again. Our 
men, however, were bursting with aggressiveness. They felt the sea in front of 
us. 

Already a tangy salt air was blowing in over the steppe. In the distance, a 
white haze flickered on the horizon: we had reached the Black Sea. 

The first platoon of the Sixteenth Company advanced to the small harbor 
where the Soviets were trying torescuethe remnants of theirarmyreduced to 
rubbleacross the water We drove across the steppe. The first houses appeared. 
Slowly we approached. any moment the first shot could light up the most 
terrific fire magic The men on the vehicles, the flak, and the Pak looked 
fixedly ahead. But nothing moved. Only a few desperate wretches,without 
proper food for days, drafted a few weeks ago, joyfully surrendered to the first 
patrol. 

We were dismounted and, pistol and rifles ready to fire in hand, combed 
the houses of the fishing village. In the distance there were a few loud 
rumbles. At first we thought: Coastal artillery. But then we knew: our Stukas 
were at work there. 

And then they were already there. Nimbly they roared over us and circled 
far out on the sea. The first one started to fall. The fountain of water was 
already rising steeply on the horizon, then - our breath was taken away - 
thunderclaps roared, iron parts, planks, machines and people flew through the 
air.direct hit on a Soviet warship. Slowly the last ammunition rattled, then the 
drama was over. Twice the Stuka machine flew at it. Twice, and death 
remained victorious over technology, people and machines. 

Close in front of the burned jetty, the last debrisa drifting sailing ship 
wreck wasA few hundred meters further out, the wreck of a steamer glowed 
and sprayed bright sparksagainst the evening skyBut even further out, on the 
high seas, the heavy hammer blows boomed again and again 

"Again and again," a villager told us, "the Soviets tried to get their 
soldiers on the ships out to sea. But - " he pointed with his outstretched hand to 
the numerous mastheads, to the burning wrecks - "no one came out of the rain 
of fire." 

On the beach itself were numerous trucks, a few guns and other vehicles 


The men immediately set about securing the coastal strip. Guns were 
deployed, shock troops cleaned the whole area. 

The last scattered Soviets who missed their "omnibus" heresurrendered 
without resistance 

A very young recruit and I strolled through the fishing village, looking at 
the primitive nets and fishing equipment. In the process, we came across a 
hidden Soviet gun standing abandoned in the courtyard corner of a small 
fishing hut. Curious, as soldiers are when they get their hands on foreign 
weapons, the recruit fiddledgunwhich was not even missing the breech 

A large bucket truck roared up the driveway. I looked more sharply. It 
was the battalion commander. At that moment theredeafeningThe Soviet gun 
had evena grenade in the barrel, which the young comradehad releasedmost 
involuntarily 

On the road, however, there was a much worse noise. The bullet had hit a 
few meters in front of the commander's car and showered the old man with 
earth and splinters. Miraculously, however, no one was injured. 

In a flash, we two unlucky birds disappeared around the next corner and 
disappeared into the excited crowd. 

For two days the commander searched for the cause. But we both wisely 
kept our mouths shut. Only when we saw each other did we wink. 

In the meantime it was night.Dusk had come out over the steppeus on the 
beach 

Everything was quiet and peaceful with us. Only outside on the sea blazed 
bright firelight... 

Here our military task was solved. We were now to go to the Crimea, as it 
was said confidentially. Tank units of the division were supposed to be 
engaged in fierce fighting near Perekop on the Tartar Trench. In the end, 
however, nothing came of it.We pushed up along the Black Sea, past the 
weakly occupied Melitopol, against Mariupol 


Chapter 4 


Continue to Taganrog 


In an endless field of sunflowers, a fierce battle raged the next morning 
for its possession. 

In the sunflower field the early ripeness glowed in rich yellow.The sun, 
mellowed in the thunder of battle, drew its threads of mistfrom the blackthorn 
bush of the snuggle row, from which we had started in the morning, to the 
golden flood of the sunflowers The fires of the smoking villages in the round 
became stronger and brighter: it wanted to become evening. 

In the large, lightly tanned grain wheels of the flowers above our heads 
the first reddish lights of the fading twilight broke. A bird was still pecking 
hastily from the laid table. Then its hurried beating of wings was lost in the 
distance, and nothing was left but the wind and the sunflowers swaying in it. 
The silence was good! Always, with the first shots that whipped across the 
field, with the first impacts of the shells, the old, eternally same fever seized 
us. Fear and terror had long since died in the storm of the first baptism of fire. 
A lot had to come if our hearts were to waver. And yet the first shot always 
brought anew the magic that opened the dark gates for us and made the last 
miracle become truth. Just as we longed for that first shot in the knowledge of 
the coming battle, the silence now enveloped us with its secrecy and security. 

It was over. 

The leaves of the sunflowers rustled. Here, there and far below, as far as 
the huge field went, we took in the storm. The depth of the enemy's foxholes 
and trenches held us, and the heavy Ukrainian soil is full of motherly care. 
Hand grenades, steel helmets and gas masks of the enemy were lying around 
indiscriminately. Even his dead crouched huddled in the corners and bumps, 
just as our storm reached them. The heavy Maxim MG had fallen silent here. 
His crew had surrendered in spite of inflammatory slogans and commissary 
pistols. The grenade launcher that had caused us so much trouble, whose 
position we had not been able to make out here in the far more than man-high 
sunflowers, lay abandoned next to the cover holes. The Kalmyks next to it. 
The machine gun barb had done well. Everywhere we looked, death stood 
beside the slender flower stems every yard away. Our listening posts at the 
edge of the big field lay safely in the Soviet holes, well covered from the 


sides, from above, even from the front by the big yellow flowers. Even the 
Pak and the 2-centimeter flak disappeared into the yellow billows. It was as if 
death had invited itself to guest in the sunflower field. 

Yesterday, of course, he still wore the pointy-skinned Muscovite helmet 
with a red star. Today, however, he had joined our men. We lay and crouched 
at the edges of our cover trenches and waited for the red counterattack. Above 
us the yellow roof. Light smokefrom the nearby hill, the small village was 
smoking there. The enemy was waiting for us. 

As a child, I loved these slender, delicate and yet powerfulflowers Later, 
when I called my first place my own, my clumsy boy hand had cut out the 
picture from a magazine, painstakingly glazed it and hung it over the bed as a 
dear decoration: sunflowers. Under them I dreamed my first dreams of life. 
My first good picture from an artist's hand was a small study: blooming 
sunflowers. They seemed to me an eloquent expression of youth and maturity. 
In them everything was united: graceful playfulness, peculiar beauty and 
maternal generosity, which gives itself away in abundance. 

That is why the first sunflower fields of Ukraine appeared to us all as a 
dear greeting from the homeland and youth. They are, as we soon realized, a 
weighty part of the rich fruitfulness of the vast plains and hills of this country. 
Their grains hold an unimagined variety of social game and nutrition for the 
mushik. What wonder if their magic always intoxicated us 

Until the first time death, crouched behind sunflower bushes, jumped at us 
and held a cruel harvest in our ranks. It seemed to us like a betrayal that the 
yellow tide had committed against us, until we had to get used to it after hard 
experience: sunflowers - that means death. 

One day the field was ours, the next it was the treacherous enemy's. 
Today he sat camouflaged under the yellow flower canopy, tomorrow we. It 
was a real battle that broke out over this flower. Whether we will see 
sunflowers at all again, without looking friend Hein between the yellow 
flower wheels? 

Yet it was wonderfully peaceful here in the field.Meanwhile, the moon 
hadlong since opened its pale light and showered the yellow field with its 
waxy, rigid silver glass A great, deep - one would almost like to say an alien 
peace approached us and a strange security in the sunflower field. 

Only hours later, the morning greeted the new day. It greeted the posts in 
front and us in the line. Its rays broke on the barrels of our guns and wiped 
away yesterday as if it had never been. 

Only its glow glowed for a heartbeat on the yellow sunflowersthe fresh 


graves we left by the wayside 


In the meantime, other battalions of the division had taken the city of 


Mariupol, and we just advanced through the streets in amazement, marching 
through the huge tank factory, which started working for us again a few days 
after the fall of the city. Marching destination: Taganrog. 

So far, we had only laughed at the Soviet LuftwafFe. Their bombs were 
almost always to the right or left of the target, we had repeatedly shot down 
their rata with small arms, and the men and material of the Soviet air force did 
not seem to beatallequal tothe tanks or the infantry There was a joking saying 
among us: "If a bomb falls on your head from a martini, you won't get up 
again. But if that happens to you, it's your own fault!" 

We never saw the Soviet planes approach a road lengthwise. Always only 
according to the width. But neither a fighter nor a butcher had much to gain, 
he was gone before he recognized the target, how could he be successful? 

On the way from Mariupol to Taganrog, however, the Red Air Force 
brought itself to mind, to the most unpleasant memory. For hours, actually 
from dawn to dusk, many hundreds of planes flew in rolling action to our top 
It banged and banged all day long, hour after hour. At night, however, the 
bombs thundered down on our resting columns every few minutes as if 
shoveled from a_ shovel. It was amazing how _ few 
failureswereactuallyachievedby the hastily assembled mass deployment ofthe 
Soviet machines But in time, this lazy magic got on one's nerves quite 
decently. 

It was evening, and we had a roof over our heads. In the distance, dull 
impacts rumbled. The broken windows of the abandoned farmhouse 
rattled.Next to me, the two comrades slept. Deep and quiet; only I listened out 
into the moonlit night. 

Again we had driven for hours. Always forward, always against the 
enemy. Our companies had broken his fighting strength. We had broken down 
because of engine trouble and were now trying to catch up. It went past the 
endless columns of the German advance. Wilhelm, the driver, looked 
contentedly into the sunny afternoon. We overtook a lighter anti-aircraft gun. 
Another one ahead of us. Rolling fortresses, I couldn't help thinking. Then my 
eyes snapped open: The gun had jerked to a halt, its barrel raised. 

"Pull over!" I shouted, then the first bombs hit next to the road. Rata raid! 
In the noise of the moving column we had overheard the enemy machines. We 
jumped off. A small, old house stood on the road. We were already over the 
low fence. Behind the mud wall we threw ourselves flat on the ground. There 
were no longer two of us, a foreign soldier had joined us. I was about to say 
something when a fountain of earth rose up next to us. Immediately after that, 
rafters and pieces of clay flew through the air. It had hit our house. Without 
thinking, I straightened up and yelled through the rattle of our machine guns 
and the bang of the flak: "Around the corner!", and pushed Wilhelm in front 
of me. The stranger followed close behind us. There we lay now, pressed 


closely together, against the clay wall. He must be getting closer, I thought, 
but in the explosion of the new bombs I forgot. There musthavea good dozen 
Soviet planes, still gathered from somewhere, desperately trying to cover the 
escape Again it hit hard next to us, so hard that we were thrown a little way up 
in the air. Next to me, someone cried out. Wilhelm? Thick smoke and dust 
enveloped us. I could see nothing. A groan beside me. It was the strange 
cameo. "Medic!" I yelled, Wilhelm jumped up and yelled into the smoke. But 
then one appeared. I read the hopelessness in the eyes of the paramedic who 
bandaged the wounded man. The splinter went right through his back and 
chest.crash, but the impactsnow a good hundred meters behind us and fizzled 
out ineffectivelyin the open field Suddenly I held my breath: Exactly where 
we had been lying behind the house, barely a meter behind the corner of the 
house, the bomb had hit. The corner of the house had saved us and the foreign 
comrade, who was now dying... 

"You're bleeding,” Wilhelm said. I ran my hand over my face. A thin line 
on the neck, a scratch, not worth mentioning. But it shouldncentimeter 
deeper. Slowly, I turned to face the dying man. He was looking clearly at me. 
I felt as if I had always known this serious brown man's face. I bent over him 
and stroked his hair out of his sweat-soaked forehead. He smiled. His 
comrades had come here in the meantime and were struggling around him. 
Why hadn't I pulled him closer? Slowly I turned around and went to the car. 
Again we drove forwardfrantic haste 

Now everything was quiet in the deserted village.On the wide meadow 
galloped, mad with fear, a pack of lost horses In the distance red glow blazed. 
A cow came slowly out of the night. She had probably not been milked for 
days. Snorting, she stopped in front of me. Tanks rolled across the road. The 
chains roared heavily through the darkness. It went on. Slowly the dull 
pressurehad lainagonizinglyon meall day gave way That was the secret of the 
old house on the road of our victory: we stand for each other! 

We lay close together. What good would it have done if he had joined us 
even closer? Death came from the left. A comrade died so that the rest of us 
could march on and carry the future; if he had come from the right, the old 
cousin Hein, he would have carried the flag on into the enemy country. The 
great hour of the soldiers does not ask for the chime of the bell and the peace 
of the graveyard. It comes, and then it is time to stand up. 

In the distance, the impacts were still rolling. Shivering, I went back into 
the house. As I fell asleep, our tanks were still rattling by. In front of them 
rushed the beaten hordes. 

And quietly the window panes clinked.... 


While the majority continued to advance along the main runway the next 
morning, individual vehicles weresent to the side roadswith detectors on the 
right and left in line of sight 

We drove along the flat coast. The road was narrow, barely allowing our 
cars to get through. But it went. On the left, the waves roared in dark blue 
from the distance against the narrow sandbanks. White spray rode up to just 
beyond us. To the right, doused in autumn sunlight, stood the miserable 
cottages of fishermen and harbor workers. White threads spun silver magic 
across the path. Around usstood the men and womenNo German hadbeen 
Wilhelm, the Hanoverian, showed the circle of curious people a few pictures 
of his wife and children. Everyone's eyespictures. Suddenly a young woman 
spoke hastily to me. Again and again she pointed to the picture and then to her 
ragged skirt. All at once tears were streaming down her face. The others 
looked mutely at the ground.impression of a well-dressed German worker's 
wifewas too great Too unequal was the comparison with her own life. 

We smoked a few cigarettes and strolled on. "Auf Wiedersehen!" a boy 
proudly called after us, the only German word he knew Here the slogans of 
rearguard action by the civilians had fallen just as they had everywhere. We 
were only two German soldiers. But it was crashing in the Soviet Empire. 
People no longer believed. One finally saw the reality. 

Over on the hillside stood a large building with a screaming facade. It was 
the Academy of Aviation. From its half-dark lecture and casino hall sounded 
at first timidly, then more strongly, and now, when I entered the hall, 
forcefully the chords of Tchaikovsky music. Outside, our anti-aircraft guns 
were firing against the rata attack, which was hastily passing over the sea like 
an evil spook. The player, a skinny, aging woman, paid no attention. She sat 
bent over and listened to the sounds as if lost in a dream. When she saw me, 
she was startled. 

"Nichevo!" I reassured her, "It doesn't matter!" 

"Merci, Monsieur!" she stammered awkward, long-forgotten school 
French. "How long had it been since I sat at any piano? It's a miracle," she 
continued, breathing a deep sigh of relief, "an inconceivable miracle." 

I listened quietly to the game for a while. Then I turned around and 
quietly left the hall. In the hallway, three adolescents were standing around 
the soul-sellerSoviet Russia, whichseemed to bepassing into eternity with a 
clenched fist They whispered something, then they grabbed, and rumbling, the 
plastered Lenin tumbled down the stairs. For a moment they listened in 
silence, as if shocked by their own audacity. But nothing moved. Only from 
the cinema hall sounded full and roaring ever new melodies of Tchaikovsky. 

Further back, where the oil tanks set on fire by the Soviets were still 
burning and smoking, our men started again to carry the flag further into the 
vastness of our victory. There all our wagons roared. 


Beside us, however, the deep blue tide of the Sea of Azov rushed in. 

Then, however, we swung northwestward and pushed back into the wide 
open country. Wide sunflower fields, endless waving cornfields enveloped us. 
Until the enemy again engaged in battle. 


The night lay oppressively on all of us. The thatched roofs of the 
Ukrainian village loomed dark and ghostly before us. had taken us the whole 
day, from dawn until late in the evening, to work our way through the huge 
field of sunflowers that towerour steel helmets and had enveloped us like a 
realm of ghosts. Again and again, our comrades to the right and left had been 
submerged in the tangle of leaves and brush, leaving us alone to face the 
enemy, who was everywhere and nowhere. The Siberianriflemen were tough 
and death-defying Many of us and them now lay in the wide field, and the 
yellow wheel wreaths of sunflowers adorned them in the last glow. 

Towards evening, the resistance had died down.Only sporadicallyshots 
stillwhipped fora while Then it had become deadly quiet. Even the moans of 
the wounded had fallen silent. We were barely thirty meters from the first 
house, the roughest outlines of whichcouldjust An open door creaked in the 
evening wind.Each timeweflinchedalthough we had long since realized that 
the housemust be deserted and that the person who had left the door open in a 
hurry was long gone 

Far away in the west there were rumblings and creaks.Tankssupposed to 
reinforce uspulled forward under the cover of night Suddenly we flinched. 
Further to our right, a white beam of light had palely lit the night sky. Soon 
the glow screens stood in a circle in front of us like ghostly Christmas 
candles.monotonous roar ofthe Martini bombers died away in the distance and 
faded away But we had seen the small village in front of us. It really seemed 
completely deserted. Gunner One poked me in the side, "Let's go!" 

Slowly, we pulled ourselves out of the protective clay trough. In front of 
me, the squad leader cursed; the LMG had clanged treacherously.rifles 
unlocked, we crept forwardlow wooden garden fencewas reached Suddenly 
all nine of us were lying flat on the ground. But nothing happened. The damn 
door had creaked again. In front of me, the man jumped up and yanked the 
door fully open. A flashlight flamed. The shutters and the old, worm-eaten 
boxes were wide open, the meager bedsteads empty. Letters in yellowed 
writing, faded photographs, odds and ends scattered wildly on the floor. The 
face of flight. 

Outside, the neighboring troops passed by at a subdued pace. The platoon 
leader suddenly stood in the doorway. We, who had beenwith the enemysince 
dawn, stayed here for the night's rest Others advanced through the deserted 
village, far across the marshy meadow, to the safety. 

We cleared the room with an old broom and lay down on the trampled floor, 


dead tired. As we fell asleep, I heard a soft lamentation as if in the far 
distance. But I was no longer able to pull myself together. 

Much later I woke up. I wondered. The full moon shone brightly into the 
room. With difficulty I tried to organize my thoughts. There was Franz asleep, 
there was Karl. Yes, the village that we couldn't get yesterday and that Ivan 
voluntarily vacated in the evening. 

A thin little voice wailed right next to me. Now I was wide awake. Close 
to me sat a tiny white kitten, barely higher than my fist, and whined softly to 
himself. I tried to lure it. But it jumped up and slowly crept against the open 
door, crying again. With difficulty I rose and went to the door. Again the little 
one wiped in front of me, but lured me in the yard against the fence. There she 
stopped in front of a large sunflower, uttering small, short wails. She did not 
move away even when I came closer. A large, skinny cat lay, stretched out, 
half its skull smoothly pierced by a small splinter. Again and again the little 
white cat tried topick up thedead mother animaland circled it yowling Then, 
however, she let go wearily and blinked at me, unmoved. 

I knelt down to the animal and stroked it. It let everything happen 
indifferently. While petting it, I noticed how frighteningly emaciated the little 
animal was. The inhabitants must have fled days ago, and since then the 
mother animal with the young one, dependent on the results of their poor 
hunt, must have starved itself through. A thought jerked up in me. Hastily I 
reached into the haversack.small can of blood sausage, the iron ration, with 
my sidearm and handed it to the little cat, who, after an initial suspicious 
sniffing, hurriedly tookSmiling, I watched the eatinglittle animal Footsteps 
sounded in front of me. I pulled up. Close to the wooden fence stood the train 
driver, who had approached almost inaudibly over the low grass. Speechless 
now he also looked at the picture. I jumped up in confusion. 

"You should be court-martialed!" he said calmly. "Go to sleep now!" 
Tired and battered, I went back into the house. I could think nothing. As I fell 
asleep, I heard the kitten with the tin can romping through the yard, playing 
mice in the manner of lush cats. 

The train conductor came. My heart stopped, but he didn't say a word. 
Immediately after, the order tore us into the middle of the death tarp. As we 
moved forward along the village road, which was rutted by impacts, in groups 
to the right and left in the ditch, our little white girl trotted along with her tail 
raised high for quite a while in the middle of the road until we were picked up 
by the wide open space. 

* 


The hour before the attack is like that: quiet, almost peaceful. Even if 
without that inner harmony that only makes the calm become bliss, because 
behind every minute the last miracle is waiting, somewhere in the endless 


cornfields or sunflower beds. 

The eighteenth company of the fourth battalion had been ordered to 
attack. 

In a few minutes the silence would have broken apart and the roaring 
hurrah of our men would have carried the victory against the puppets of the 
red star. 

At the last moment, the Bolshevik battery began tolaya devastating fire on 
the section of this 18th Company of all places, with the clairvoyant input of a 
doomed manAn MG operatorfell out The company commander, a 
Obersturmfuhrer, cursing, picked a splinter out of his lower leg with his bare 
fingers. Then he jumped up and limped forward. The attack of the Eighteenth 
rolled. 

A spell of fire struck the men. From the safe foxholes, deep as overman, 
the Soviets showered this attacking company with a hail of all-out fire. Here 
and there the brave fellows staggered. 

Already they spurned any cover and stood upright, free in the waving 
cornfield, whichgave theenemy a fantastic camouflage opportunity But 
wherever a Bolshevik steel helmet appeared above the yellow waves, the 
German rifles crackled. It was a real rabbit hunt that the Eighteenth was 
conducting here, but at the greatest risk of the lives of every one of its men 
who literally faced death in the cornfield. In the midst of the fighting, one of 
the Soviets jumped up and waved a German steel helmet over. "They're 
surrendering," the men cheered, "they're wearing down!" But the 
Obersturmfthrerwas on his "Stay down!" he yelled to the men, who were 
advancing in their joy with their rifles lowered, and stepped closer to meet the 
would-be defector. At that moment, two Russian machine guns began to rattle 
and slammed into the men, whohad taken cover ina flash. Enraged by this 
feint, however, the attack was carried on, ever closer to the insidious enemy. 
A man-to-man fight began between the men standing freely in the corn and 
the Sovietists crouching in their holes and firing up to the last cartridge. 


In due time, two tank assault guns entered the Eighteenth's section and 
carried the attack of thecompanywhich was advwith unheard-of force 

A man received a nasty chest shot. His Untersturmfthrer next to him saw 
the wound and immediately settled down next to him, tore open his bandage 
packet to bandage the severely wounded man. But he had hardly done the first 
steps of help when a Soviet bandit crouching in the cornfield in the immediate 
vicinity spotted him and murdered the unsuspecting man in the middle of his 
assistance by shooting him in the head. 

The fierce men of the company were not misled by the murderous fire, 
nor by the insidious deviousness of the enemy. Soon the heights were in our 
hands. 


A man beckoned to a Soviet who had hesitantly stood up to come over 
and surrender. The Sovietist smiled kindly and took a few steps closer. 
Suddenly he pulled out a hidden hand grenade and threw it at the stunned 
man, who, however, had the presence of mind to immediately drop into the 
corn with a somersault. A comrade had observed this and fired a shot at the 
cowardly opponent, which, however, only wounded him. Again the first man 
waved to the Soviet to surrender. But the latter smiled, pulled out a new hand 
grenade and held it under his chin. Then he pulled the trigger. 

Prisoners testified that this had been the last commissar of the regiment, 
which was crushed by us in two days. 

Not all political commissars, however, were as stubborn and subservient 
to their mastersthis fanatic Our men found suitcases with complete civilian 
clothes including shirts, shoes, ties up to the linen cap. For a long time we 
stood before a riddle, until a bitter prisoner brought us the explanation: each 
K@®mmissar had procured such a suitcase in all secrecy, which could help 
him, if the thing should end thus at the end nevertheless differently, to the safe 
escape. These "security suitcases" of Stalin's political commissars were not 
very convincing for the Bolsheviks' certainty of victory."Fight to the last drop 
ofblood, Tovarian! By the way, Ivan, is my suitcase there?" 

Bright sunshine lay on the height 180. The cornfields swayed in the 
morning wind. Further had gone the storm step of the Eighteenth, which now 
stood guard over at the river and prevented that the surroundedenemy found a 
hole in his death kettleOne could almost not believe that here yesterday still 
deathhadwalked through the cornfield 3 


Then we stood ain Mius. A hard Nahkainpf in the village, which was 
defended with almost unbelievable harshness.And in front of us the city of 
Taganrog. The Soviet artillery was firing like crazy. But soon we noticed that 
almost all the shells did not explode. Only after hours we could explain the 
strange miracle. They were firing with a time delay.As the supply columns 
unsuspectingly and gleefully followed up,shellsexplodedthe right and left of 
the road withoutcausingany serious damage In the meantime, we had reached 
the city center without any particular resistance being offered anywhere. 

I received orders to comb a street with a group. Almost nowhere were 
people to be seen. The tall houses stood silent and threatening. I entered one 
of them and worked my way forward through gardens and courtyards, always 
unlocking or vomiting from the inside. The street, however, remained quiet. 
Then we were in front of a small park. We carefully climbed over the small 
wall and were amazed to see a palace in front of us. 

Hesitantly, I strode up the wide stone steps with a man, covered by the 
gunners ready to fire, opened the unlocked door and stood in an anteroom 
lined with wonderful carpets. Silently we rounded the comer and 


bouncedback infront of a couple of old Tartar warriorsin chain mail, sword 
and shield and iron helmets Then we knew: we were in the museum of 
Taganrog. 

Slowly, we wandered through the halls. All the glass cases were 
untouched. Pictures of old and new Russian masters gazed at us. Buddhas and 
prayer wheels stood on wide pedestals next to the pain-distortedChrist on the 
crossWe stood in the section: Superstition. 

In one room were toys from ancient times to the present day. Wooden and 
stone dolls up to the Harlequin. I took down a buxom kind of Kruse doll with 
red cheeks and blond hair and a Bajazzo and put them next to the stick 
grenades in the coop. Through the big gate we came upon the road. All was 
still quiet. On the corner stood a communal building several stories high, 
similar toVienna communal buildings, but more primitive We walked towards 
it, divided right and left of the street, with rifles ready to fire. Suddenlywe 
stopped, stunned Hundreds of people of all ages were crowded together here 
in the courtyard. Hundreds of pairs of eyes looked at us dismissively. The 
machine gunner placed his rifle on the ground ready to fire and crouched 
down. I did not know what to do. I looked at Rudolf, who immediately 
understood and went backwards to run to the company at the first shot. 

Then two children's eyes bored into me so firmly that I looked up in 
amazement; a tiny little girl, perhaps six years old, stared transfixed at my 
paddock. Then a light came on for me. Smiling, I detached the red-faced cruse 
doll from the paddock and handed it to her. Her eyes became round wagon 
wheels, then she pressed the doll to herself, exulting, and ran toward a 
haggard woman: "Mati - mati - " 

I quickly detached the Bajazzo and handed it to a child, perhaps four 
years old, who had curiously approached. Now, however, misfortune struck 
me. In an instant I was surrounded by dozens of children, all of whom 
stretched out their hands and showered me with their pleas. Desperately I 
fought back and cried, "Nema -- nema - I have nothing!" I almost dropped my 
rifle. 

A roar of laughter went up, and people crowded around us, talked to us, 
felt our uniforms, broughtwaterbecause welooked tired and thirsty, and some 
tried to slip us bread 

The mood had changed as never before. There were no more Bolsheviks, 
everything was free of enemies. 

When we were already two or three streets away, our little girl was still 
marching with us, under the rifles ready to fire, and would not and could not 
be driven away, her eyes shining, the blonde doll pressed very tightly to her 
young heart. And everywhere we went, people were now standing and 
laughing and waving at us. 

In the evening I could not fall asleep for a long time, so much had this 


small, so unwarlike incident stirred me up. 
* 


Bolshevism has forgotten nothing in its struggle for tyranny. From the 
skilful exploitation of the unbearable living conditions of Rasputin's Russia to 
the whipping up of animal instincts of a mass people, itknew how to 
mobilizeall human weaknessesHe forgot as little the millions of soldiers 
whodiedat the front in a hopeless struggle for an even more hopelessfuture as 
he forgot the starving factory workers and mushiks Nor the life-hungry 
desires and dreams that grew big in those who always had to stand in front of 
the windows behind which lived the Tsar of all Russians and his chosen ones. 
Not those dark secrets of the soul of the always kicked, which in one 
unfortunate moment made tearing beasts out of a thousand peaceful, unhappy 
people. Only one thing he had forgotten: the heart. 

He created for the life addicts the legend of the communist future state, in 
which there are only sheep and no wolves. For the all-furiousillusion of the 
world revolution, in whose Comintern and sectionsthese "believers" were 
immediately allowed to die or live And for those who did not really believe all 
this, he created the GPU, the forced labor camps and the shot in the neck. 
Only for the real life, for the heart, he created nothing for it. But this was not 
because he perhaps did not want to. He simply could not. 

Bolshevism knew this, therefore it tried to put the cool calculation instead 
of the hot heart. To dissectall things - the yesterday, the today and the future 
technically, seemed to him the potency of his absolute philosophy The 
pseudo-scientific result of this vivisection of the previous human thinking and 
feeling he boastfully called the materialistic conception of history. In this 
"world view" the dogma and the experiment took the main postsFor the heart, 
which alonefeelslife and its deepest secrets blood-bound, there was no place 
in this world of materialism First it beat wildly at the barricades of violence, 
then it wept for a while in the forced labor camps, and finally it died in the 
cellars of the GPU. If later it had tried to knock at the world of Bolshevism 
with timid blows, no one would have understood its language. The heart had 
been forgotten not only in communist theory, but also in communist everyday 
life. 

Only in this way can we understand why dead Soviet soldiers, fallen for 
the dream of red world enslavement, lay unburied for days, even weeks, in the 
middle of towns and villages. Only in this way can we find explanations for 
the fact that Soviet medics, instead of bandaging the woundedsimply 
shotthem Nichevo! He can't fight like that anymore, so it doesn't matter. 

middle of Mariupol, a female shotgunner wounded by a shell fragment 
ran sobbing through thecrowds of peoplehad gathered during our 


invasiondesperately begging her Soviet citizens for help Not a single one 
moved, most of them laughed because they found it amusing how the hair of 
the wounded partisan fell tangled in her face. Without German help, this 
comrade would undoubtedly have bled to death in the midst of her comrades. 
In Taganrog, in the middle of the main road to the port, lay a Ukrainian 
peasant whom the Bolsheviks had dragged from the Dnieper to the trench. He 
had been shot through both legs by a bullet. Groaning, he asked the thousand 
passers-by to hand him one of the hundred bandage packs from the looted 
pharmacy across the street. No one even looked up, only a fewadolescents had 
taken care of him: they had pulled his boots off his wounded feet and fled 
with them. When we found him, the poor devil had been lying on the busy 
street for 18 hours. Bolshevism has not forgotten anything. Only one thing: 


the heart. 
* 


Our group came to the quarters of an old Ukrainian woman whom we 
immediately called Babushka, Grandmother. She and her two granddaughters, 
a young aviation student, Nada, and a budding medical student, Marushka, 
were ardent anti-communists. grandfather and son, as well as the daughter-in- 
law, hadbeen senta forced labor camp in Siberiaforten yearsby the 
Bolsheviksalleged conspiracy 

The girls were fun and friendly with us, but otherwise of a moral 
strictness that my driver said, "I hope ours are too!" 

Babushka, who in her younger years had been in the employ of a German 
merchant, spoke a shuddering, yet easily understood German. 

She was on her feet all day, washing our socks and our laundry, cooking 
extra treats for us. Of course,we providedwhole family with the troop rations, 
which were abundant 

This was quite a cozy, almost one would like to say family milieu. 

One day, while I was a guard on the train, I met a pretty, coal-black 
Muscovite woman who had fled here with her five-year-old girl to live with 
her mother. She had formerly been a member of the Moscow State Opera and 
was now trying to sing or play the piano with the Germans because she had 
heard that a German soldier's cabaret was to be created. I promised to look 
around, and we arranged to meet the next day. Sure enough, the next morning 
I was able to talk to a fat puffed-up sergeant who told me that singers and 
performers were urgently needed. I informed her of this. I then invited her to 
one of the pubs that had only just opened, but where it was really so bleak that 
I was able to persuade her to come to my quarters. We sattogether for 
hourssome comrades, Babushka's grandson and Iniza, the name of my 
achievementwith tea and pathephon musicWhen I accompanied her home, I 
wasinvited to her mother's for tea the next afternoon Walking home, I had to 


laugh at how formal everything was, just like in any small town. 

The child, a nice, also coal-black girl, did not leave my side. Often, when 
I was on guard duty, she stood next to me for hours and I was already 
embarrassed because the comrades were of course not blind either. 

One evening Iniza told me her story. As a very young volunteershe met a 
Jewish editor of the Moscow party press, who eventually married herWhen 
Stalin concluded his great non-aggression pact with Hitler, he was one of 
those whofelt thatthis was a deviation fromthe general line, and he once 
commenteditamong his closest friends Twelve hours later he was on the 
march to Siberia. His wife, however, had become unbearable at the operaand 
had struggled to get on by giving hours During the rapid advance of the 
Germans on Moscow she fled with the child to her mother. Her husband 
wasnotdespite the renewed "swing" He had become an unreliable element. 

I thank this young woman a lot. She always drew my attention to 
mistakes and to things thatshould have been avoidedinterest of a prosperous 
German-RussiancooperationThese were all still harmless, small high- 
handednesses of subaltern people, which could be thwarted quite quickly, 
since the front troopshadthe decisive voice also in all administrative matters 
of the front area 

It was strictly forbidden for the civilian populationappear on the 
streetsafter dark Although there was no sabotage or even partisans at that 
time, the Soviets always tried to rush over the meanwhile frozen Sea of Azov 
with motor or wind sledges in order to attack individual guard posts and to 
carry disturbance into the city by a wild shooting. 

One night, shortly before twelve o'clock, there was a strong pounding at 
our window. We grabbed our weapons and finally pushed the window open. 
Outside stood Iniza, shivering with frost and excitement, with a large pack in 
her hand. 

"What's wrong?" I quickly pulled her in to join us. 

"The Bolsheviks will lock up Taganrog around dawn and kill you all, I 
have brought you clothes from my late brother, also for your comrades. 
Change your clothes quickly, I will take you across the sea to Mariupol." 

We were speechless. "Yes, did you get through the chain of?" Of course, 
there were posts in front of every major quarter, commando and magazine. 

"They did shoot," Iniza told me with a laugh, "but they didn't hit!" 

I really didn't know what to say. "I don't know how to thank you," I 
finally said, "but first of all it won't be that bad, I know that the enemy 
pressure at Sambek is strong since yesterday, but it will hold and if not, 
secondly I must never leave my comrades. Either we all get through or none 
of us do. And all of them can't creep into your brother's clothes and run across 
the Sea of Azov." 

She cried some more, but then she had calmed down. 


Towards morning the enemy pressure actually became stronger. But the 
Ivan did not get through. 

Knowing how much every manufacture in the Soviet Union is in demand 
and what prices the gray market pays for it, one does not know which 
sacrifice was to be valued more highly: passing through the shooting chain of 
posts or sacrificing material assets on which the whole family could live for 
months. 


Chapter 5 


Squandered political opportunities 


A few days later our winter offensive against Rostov started. In bitter 
cold, we continued to advance eastward in hot battles. The Panzer Army 
Kleist, which consisted of the Leibstandarte "SS Adolf Hitler", the 60th Mot. 
Division and the remnants of the 13th and 14th Panzer Divisions. The nights 
were unimaginable. We had no overcoats and no proper winter clothingany 
kind, indeed usually no gloves So we lay in the cover holes dug by the 
Soviets, a frost-stiff tent sheet pulled puny over our heads, while outside the 
singing wind chased whole waves of snow dust before it. Frostbite was 
numerous. Even stepping out alone created unspeakable agony. Every place or 
croft protected from the wind and cold was used not as a living space but as a 
latrine. 

During the nights, my teeth would bang in my sleep in such a way that my 
comradewho shared the cover hole with me, would wake up scolding me 

On the third day of the attack, thick fog lay over the icy, snow- 
coveredterrain Everywhere one could hear the murmur of the tanks. Our 
company moved slowly and cautiously into the laundry room. One could not 
see three meters away. Again and again the company commander stopped and 
listened. Finally, when we had happily lost touch again on the right and left, 
we stopped completely. The fog lifted a little. But we could not see further 
than twenty meters. Something was now stirring in front of us. After ten 
minutes we clearly heard the sound of marching feet. We took up firing 
positions in the snow. The company commander still did not know what was 
going on. It could very well be one of his own units that had ventured too far 
ahead, just as we had. Then, for a moment, the fog broke and we could 
clearlyseea machine-gun regimentNK VDperhaps five hundred meters ahead 
of us 

The old man immediately opened fire and radioed wildly for help. In fact, 
an 8.8 battery roared up immediately behind our lines. 

The Soviets’ urré sounded strangely high and shrill. They must have been 
very young guys, probably Komsomol members. They got on well in spite of 
our insane fire and attacked with improbabledashOverhead, the four 8.8 guns 


bombed so that the muzzle blastnearlyusinto the air It cut bloody roads in the 
enemy attack. 

Finally, however, it began to waver. The commander saw this, pulled two 
platoons together and led us to the counterattack. The remnants of the 
regiment sought their salvation in flight.As we rushed over the first fallen, my 
foot faltered Here lay women, all young, blooming women and girls, all 
around twenty years of age. And how they lay there! The high explosive force 
of the 8.8 had literally torn their clothes off. There they lay bundled like 
discarded puppets of a puppet theater, here too, nine thighs torn off, like in a 
butcher store It was gruesome. Large, red pools of blood colored the blinding 
white of the snow. However, our attack, which now proceeded swiftly and 
briskly, passed over the routed women's regiment and reached the first 
settlementsfront of Rostov 


During the night we hadbeen assigned toa forward dressing station for 
cover. At first, we were insanely looking forward to the warmth and the quiet 
task. But then we all said: never again. While outside the impacts of the 
enemy artillery were so close that the shuttersand had to be replaced by 
cardboard walls, here we were looking into the souls of our comrades 

The SDG had given the pulmonary bowl a shot. "You mustn't talk," I told 
him, "it has to be like this." The shining eyes of the severely wounded 
Rottenfiihrer followed my every move. At one point he tried to say something, 
but I waved him off. He was breathing heavily. New ones were coming, we 
had no time to take care of the old ones, who had to come backwards with the 
Sanka any moment anyway. Suddenly, despite the ban, he called over to me. 
"I have to say something, comrade - please don't give my submachine gun 
away, pick it up, men from my platoon will come and ask for me - give it to 
them - an empi is irreplaceable in street fighting." The doctor turned violently, 
he wanted to hiss at the severely wounded man - but he didn't get the chance. 
He just mumbled something unintelligible. "Yes," I said, "yes, comrade." As 
he was pushed into the ambulance, he wanted to say something else, but I beat 
him to it. "You're going to get the gun that was issued by 


your train, comrade!" A blissful glow crossed his pale boy face, then the SDG 
slammed the car door shut. 

and more wounded came from the front, more and more often we drove, 
pistols ready to fire in our hands, into the dusky terrain and fetchedcomrades 
Many could be helped, almost all. Few, however, had already drawn the 
curtain from the dark gate. One, a Bavarian, had been shot twice in the head 
from ambush by a politruk. He was from the Seventeenth Company. Now he 
lay in the small room. He knew nothing more of his troubles and his woes. 
Only the strong body still refused to give up the fight. New wounded arrived. 
Among them, one who had had his Unken arm broken by the enemy grenade, 
and one who had been shot in the stomach They were also from the 
Seventeenth. "Who's that rattling in there?" they asked, and when they learned 
the name, they froze. "The Sepp!" The SDG, overtired, exhausted from almost 
24 hours of uninterrupted work, said it wouldn't be long now. He was already 
in agony. The two did not want to go over to the warm stove. "Let us lie 
there," they begged me. 

Above our advanced formation squarethe shellshowled in almost 
continuoussuccession Once the "chill" rushed over us - the 42 rounds of 
Soviet grenade launchers, which were released all at once. Just behind the 
house it hit again and again. The window panes flew out of the shutters with a 
clatter. Now the car was back. The two who had arrived last were to go along. 
"No," the arm-injured man defended himself, "I have time, I can't leave Sepp 
alone." The belly-flop had to go. But he resisted. He knew it was serious, the 
sooner he got to the dressing station, the more hope there was of getting 
through, "Leave me here for one wagon, Untersturmfiihrer" he begged, "just 
one more wagon." 

The work continued. New ones came, new ones went.The lightly 
woundedwaited while their comrade started the great march to nowhereThey 
could not help - even the doctor could only relieve them - butit was as if their 
strong hearts would support their comrade in the next step 


The next day saw us arrive at the Rostov airfield after a short but hard 
fight. The queen on the Don! Almost everywhere the population was on the 
streets cheering us. 

Unfortunately, I had to return to Taganrog on official business. Several 
days later the Saxon Division to the north was pushed through and 
Rostov was lost again. With great difficulty, the Soviet counterattack was 
brought to a halt in the old positions near Sambek. 

There was a mood of panic in Taganrog.Staffs and rear services, services 
of the civil administration, which usually pushed so much to the front, 
suddenly left the city in flight The supply commander even forgot to blow up 
whole tons of ammunition, which greatly benefited our division because it 


could give fire-free for all tubes. This "fire-free" the Ivan can not overcome, 
despite all bravado and human sacrifice. 

In Taganrog, all those whohad made our lives sour had disappeared Only 
our officers were still visible and it was already possible to cross the street 
again without getting an arm cramp. Despite the predicament, we were 
cheerful and in good spirits. We will make it! The city guard, formed of anti- 
communist Taganrogers, asked very much for more ammunition. For 
precautionary reasonsmen had been given only five rounds per man 

For me the attitude of this city army was a renewed confirmation of my 
view on the Russian question. How different was the attitude of these men 
from that of our rear services. Our severely decimated division, which already 
mockingly called itself the "fire department" because itthrown in wherever 
there was a fire,couldhave urgently needed reinforcementsBut instead of 
grabbing the carbine and helping usthey ran off as far as the car would take 
them and as far as the gasoline These one-fold, doomed men, however, who 
would have had every reason to retreat, demanded only one thing: cartridges. 

They didn't get them, by the way. 

Instead, after the serious danger had passed, we got toseea representative 
ofErich Koch. The brown political leader uniform with all the gold looked 
ridiculous to us here. But not to the Russians. They considered the man, 
whose name escapes me, to be a big shot. In the meantime, it had become 
clear that we had no intention of fulfilling our promise to abolish the 
collective farms, a slogan that had been received with fervent enthusiasm by 
the rural population. With our leaders we only tried to make the large-scale 
planning of the collective farm serve German needs. This was very favorable 
for the German people for the moment. But for the whole development, for 
our influence on the Ukrainians, very spoiling. We had also promised and kept 
nothing. Like the Bolsheviks. The still continuing voluntary reports for the 
German Wehrmacht were not heeded. Here and there,individual divisions on 
their owntookvolunteers for subordinate services for supplies or for the 
kitchen crew.Here, too, however, in a more than 
lawlessrelationshipanddependentonly on the whim or understanding of the 
respective chief 

I didn't even want to think about it anymore. 


Until one day it became completely clear to me that Hitler's Germany did 
not use its great chance in the East. The theory of the subhuman had remained 
victor over reason and the command of destiny. We were not ready to give the 
oppressed and tortured peoples the freedom and equality they deserved. 
Wenotrecognize their partnership, and were hardly ready to take them into our 
ranks as willing helpers, as "Hiwis."The millions and millions of Ukrainians 
alone, who could have turned the tide of war in the East, not only went 


unused, but were repulsed and disappointed 

Police methods were to replace the great, ingenious conception of the 
liberation of the East. Instead of national independence and freedom, the curb 
was to be pulled tighter. We had adopted the mentality of the antiquated Baltic 
barons, whose feudalistic world had drowned in the sea of blood of the 
October Revolution. 

This ice-clear knowledge weighed heavily on me. We had driven like a 
plow into the endless Russian expanse and could have smoothed wide 
riverbeds for the waves of the rejoicing popular mood. But we tried to narrow 
them down and dam them up, to subordinate them to our goals. Against the 
sparrow in our hand, we had missed the dove not on the roof but on the 
armpit. 

I talked to many comrades. Almost all of them agreed with me. Those 
who approved of the methods of violence and scolded the "Burjéten" were not 
the most intelligent and above all mostly not there, where the decision was 
fought for with the lifeblood. 

I will be honest. I was only secondarily concerned with the fate of the 
Russian tribes, which I had learned to respect and love in the hardest and most 
difficult hours of my life. As a German, I was first concerned with the fate of 
my own people. I still firmly believed in the victory over the Kremlin. But 
how many streams of my own blood would it still cost, how many mothers 
and children would cry from the North Sea to the Alps, until the goal was 
reached. But why should it be easier and according to the dictates of reason, 
when italso possiblewith a lot of shouting and hard terror 

Almost all the combinations and plans wemadewith the spiritual, 
economic and military problems of the Soviet Union were incorrect, because 
they started from completely wrong premises The borders separating the 
Western and Eastern worlds are not geographical, as the gullible think, but 
total. greatest experiment in the history of mankind,conceivedwith terrible, 
shattering thoroughness andcarried outwith logical iron consistency, has long 
since borne its fruits, strengthened by the long duration of its existenceAn 
experiment that has nowlastedthree decades andbeen so consistently realized 
has long since moved from the stage of experiment to form. 

Even Karl Marx, the father of all things collectivist, with all his Prussian 
tautness of thought, from which even as a Jew he could never free himself, 
never dreamed of this foolhardy development. Only a human giant like Lenin 
was able to form the Marxist pseudo-philosophy into reality in insane 
experiments with ice-cold sharpness of thought and cold perseverance. It is 
characteristic of the strict consistency of his thought and action that, before he 
proceeded to the economic experiment, the real crowning achievement of his 
work, he created the political preconditions and through them the intellectual 
basis. 

Therefore, it is no coincidence that Bolshevism inseparably linked its 


triumphal march in the East with the complete annihilation of all 
denominations, true to the slogan "Religion is opium for the people", on life 
and death. Among the twenty million dead of the victorious October Red 
Revolution were almost all the bishops, priests and religious of both Christian 
churches. With the complete spiritual eradication of religious thought 
werechargedSoviet state-controlled school, the trade union, the party and most 
strongly the Komsomolas well asGodless UnionThis struggle ended with the 
annihilation of the Christian concept of thought in Russia par excellencethirty 
years the official propaganda drummed day and night at every suitable and 
unsuitable opportunity: "There is no God" and stamped every belief in God as 
a medieval superstitionA whole generation, which itself has meanwhile given 
birth to children, has grown up in the awareness that God is a man with a 
white beard, similar to a dwarf in the sagas of our childhood, and the cross is a 
Roman-JewishgallowsThe intentional deprivation of the spiritual foundations 
of the concept of Godhas succeeded on the whole front The mental 
experiment of the materialistic world view has led to the religious chaos of the 
steppe. Only very isolated people, mostly people of the old generation ortheir 
hardly countable followers* form secret sects and prayer communities, 
without having any significant influence at all on the thinking of the peoples 
of the Soviet Union 

The existence of the Moscow Patriarch, however, is an outright hoax of 
the NKVD. He is too unserious to be taken seriously. It is completely 
erroneous to believe that the people beyond the stakes, which delimit a 
thoroughly new world, are subject to the same emotional momentsas we are A 
new world of thought has also brought a new world of feeling. Motives, 
arguments,are of decisive valueour concepts of life, not only fizzle out 
completely ineffectively in the new Russia, but often even achieve the 
opposite of what is desiredThe Leninist experiment hascreatedcomplete 
rearrangement of values and thus brought about the mental isolation of the 
East, which is so incomprehensible at first sight 

In addition, the only informants about the life of the Russian Sphinx have 
been the white emigrants. It is a proven fact that emigrants are always a gift of 
fate for their host country. Their knowledge of things is not only extremely 
subjective, but, what is even more fatal, outdated. They not only do not know 
today's Russia, but also present their host country with a dream Russia 

The destruction of the tsardom and the consequent liquidation of Russian 
feudalism, of the Russian bourgeoisie and peasantry, brought about a social, 
economic and spiritual unification of the proletarian and peasant masses that 
survived the blood period. For these masses a new social form had necessarily 
to be created with the economic reorganization and it was created. 
Collectivism grew beyond the economic framework to the spiritual concept. 
remnants of individualism, insofar as ithadbarely survived the October 
Revolution, and the family as a moral forcefirst fellvictim toit The masses 


became the divine bearers of life. 

This mass, formed by a new time, fired with new ideals, and provided 
with new goals, has now been completely alienated from the rest of the world. 
More than that, it no longer understands it, it speaks not only a foreign 
language of tongues, but also a foreign language of brains and hearts. It 
cannot be denied that this development was extremely favored by fate. The 
economic experiment would not have succeeded anywhere in Europe but only 
in the vastness of the Russian space.It gave the possibility of constant 
compensation of the failuresand guaranteed the isolation from the western 
influencesThemental experiment again could not have succeeded to this extent 
in any other than the Russian people. For this Russian people carries within 
itself a centuries-old distrust of its environment and has the belief that it is 
called to redeem the world. For this people everything is religion. Even 
atheism. Last but not least, the unfortunate developmentfosteredthe great herd 
spirit of the Slavic peoplesThese national and spatial realities, coupled with 
the Moscovite consistency, which since time immemorial has never shrunk 
from streams of bloodwhen it was necessary to realize a concept it had 
conceived, were the most valuable allies of the Bolshevik experiment 

With the German invasion, this experiment was mortally 
jeopardizedStalin's political preserve was broken and, despite the obvious 
mistakes of the Germanscomparative opportunitiesgiven tothe peoples of the 
Soviet UnionThis, especially in the attitude and way of life of the individual, 
immediately became fatal to Bolshevism The shackle of collectivism burst, a 
new world appeared on the horizon. Even if this world wasuncertain and 
problematiccourse of the war and because of manifoldGerman errors, it still 
seemed desirable in comparison with the Bolshevik form 

At this most crucial stage of humanity, politically bankrupt Bolshevism 
wassavedby the Germans' false assumptionsabout Russia and their resulting 
treatment of the Russian people More than that.We made possible for 
Bolshevism, through the detour of a Russian Bonapartism, a_ political 
consolidation unparalleled and provided it with the halo of the "patriotic" war 

awakening Russian masses were forciblypresentedan 
inexorablechoicebetween a German Cossack regime or 
Bolshevismnonsensical and harsh form of administration, reminiscent as it 
was of the Boyar and Tsarist periods - by a complete failure to understand 
Soviet Russianhistory and a total negation of the national and spiritualneeds of 
this tormented people 

And the Russians, in the face of grave human and political German errors, 
opted for theBolshevik systemnot lovebut which was nevertheless Russian 

Stalin immediately recognized the saving ropehad been thrown tohim so 
completely unintentionally by the German leadership, and with astonishing 
agility reorganized and revived Bolshevism, which had been battered to the 
core, in a flash This time, however, without Marx and Lenin. He pulledout of 


the gutter the oldflags and epoulettes, thrown into the excrement by the 
Bolsheviks themselvesand hastily cleaned them of the blood of the October 
Revolution in the shadow of his devastating defeats, and then solemnly 
handed them over to the battered divisions of the Red Army. 

In order to cover all chambers of this newly won and newly mobilized 
Russian popular soul, even the grotesque theater of an NK VD church was not 
shied away from, and a _ separate Kremlin  patriarchappointedas 
concessionaryadministrator of the kolchosized need for religion, insofar as 
this was still present at all among the older co 

Thus - by the mistakes of a colonial war on the one hand and by the 
greatest political sleight of hand of all times on the other hand - the Bolshevik 
war became a national war of the Russians. There arose the manification of 
Marxism with Muscoviteism, long sought by Stalin. Free of all theoretical and 
political principles, a new Macchiavellism of Soviet character was born: the 
liquidation ofscientific Bolshevism in favor of Russian Soviet imperialism, 
with full retention of the external form and basically unchanged intellectual 
orientation 

This mixture of Russo-Imperialism and 
Bolshevismhowever,constitutedthe most serious danger not only to Germany 
but, moreover, to the whole of Western civilization and culture since the days 
of Dchingis Chan.Only now had Stalin been enabled to exhaust the last 
reserves of the Russian soul andcapturethem for his tank divisions, his 
collective farms, his atomic and bacterial research institutes,and his 
StakhanovsOnly now was any hope of a revolution of the raped and battered 
Russian heart shattered by its own power 

May or may not be hated the NK VD and the RKP. Now it was about the 
interest of Russia. For Mother Russia, however, everyone put up with the 
ugly, inconvenient. 

Thus, everything was well thought out and excellently balanced 
politically, militarily, economically and, above all, psychologically in order 
tosecure Stalin's"Thousand YearReich" 

Left to itself, Bolshevism would hardly have borne the burden of its 
defeats, since Russian national forces would have tried to save the last in any 
case. 

Russian nationalism alone, as the main force of this war, would also not 
have mastered the situation, given the social ferment organized in Russia since 
the turn of the century, just as little as it was able to master it in 1905 and 
1917. defeat in 1917 was only a consequence ofthe failure of the Russian 
tuling class in 1905 

The two spiritual and physical currents of force, now united by Stalin, first 
created the deadliest of all dangers for the whole non-Bolshevikworld 

It was all clearly and plainly in front of us. But the most horrible thing 
was that we had gotten out of the habit of thinking.We were mechanized in 


our actions and even in our will - I compared our state of mind with that of the 
Bolsheviks, everywhere where we had still saved our inner freedom, it lay on 
distant, secondaryareas. In all great matters, however, we no longer thought, it 
was thought for us. This was certainly the case in all military matters.And it 
issamethis sector all over the world in the last secret.A general cannot ask his 
soldiers and officers how to conduct the battle or whether they agree or 
disagreewith the attack or retreat The army as such is ultimately a mechanism. 
Even that is blown up by special bravery or special cowardice. Even here, it is 
often the man as an individualdecides 

But in the most sensitive questions of politics, you can't mechanize. If you 
do not confuse politics and culture with experiment. Even more so, where it 
became evidently tangible that the experiment was wrong. 

It was around this time that we first heard the name Grigory Zhukov. 

Where a serious military difficulty arose, where an elastic, tough 
adversary was felt, our commanders winked at each other: Zhukov 

Here the Red Army had given birth to an army leader of outstanding 
stature, a Napoleon of Bolshevism. His tactical and strategicskills pushed 
aside the dusty civil war heroes as if they had never existed The "heroes of 
Red October" - Budyonny, Tymoshenko and Stalin's old comrade-in-arms and 
friend Voroshilov - paled before the Great General. the first time after the 
shameful defeats of the Kremlin party generals, counteredGerman armies and 
moved from the crushing defensive to the offensive 

On our side, however, the man of the Eastern campaign, the soul of the 
victorious German Panzerwaflfe, had not only fallen from grace for failure to 
achieve the ordered objective, but had been condemned to agonizing 
inactivity: Guderian. 

At the same time - and everyone knew this - Guderian had not been able 
to reach his goal, Moscow, only because Hitler had rejected Guderian's plan of 
attack on the advice of the older generation of generals. 

+ 


Everything in me urged to go home. It had to be possible to 
informresponsible men, who had not had the experience of the Eastand to 
describe the true situation. It simply could not be that the greatest of all 
chances was wasted. 

In fact, shortly after these heavy thoughts, I was hit with the order of a 
working vacation in Westmark for several months. 

In the ice-cold wagons, in the rattling express trains, I didn't even think 
about the fact that I was nowgetting awayhorrors of the Eastern Front for a 
few monthsI was feverishly thinking about how I could find ways and means 
to advance to the highest places 

When I got home, I spoke openly in my report to Gauleiter Josef Biirckel. 
But he, who was otherwise always open-minded and accommodating tomy 
ideas, brusquely rejected any instruction on my part in the Eastern questions 

The well-known Viennese journalist Ermst Handschmann, my good 


friend, gave me a serious warning at our next get-together. "You'll be banging 
your head all over the place, the old man spoke so strangely of you, he said 
that the Eastern Front didn't agree with you. Watch out for the SD, he's taking 
a keen interest in you!" 

"Have you ever paid attention over the years when it came to the most 
important things you think you've gotten right? - ", was my quick counter- 
question. 

"Can you, as a lowly sub-shearer, overlook things the way the top 
leadership does?" indicated Handschmann. 

"I saw it on the spot - I can't be wrong - our whole Ostpolitik is one big 
failure. We are not dealing with small things here, but with the biggest, which 
will be our fate." 

We parted disgruntled. 


The detail work in the editorial offices overwhelmed me.Nevertheless,] 
worked onshort but clear report about the mistakes of the German Ostarbeit 
and sent it to the anticommunists, to the ReichsfiihrerSS, to Minister 
Goebbels, to the Ostministeri'um and gave a copyto Josef Biirckel At first I 
heard and saw nothing. But various friends noticeably moved away from me 
Finally I was invited to Berlin. First to the anticomintern. In the coffee 
Kaiserhof I had a short but substantial discussion. Finally I was ordered to 
Captain Hadamowsky, Gobbels' right-hand man. He emp - fied me icily. He 
had my expos6 in front of him. He brusquely interrupted what I had to say. "I 
suppose you've thought about the whole thing in the meantime?" 

"Why?" 

"You are, I hope, aware of the implications of your assertions, which you 
can substantiate by nothing?" 

"I can prove everything!" I retorted excitedly, "it is not about the 
‘Buryaks' alone, it is about Germany and beyond that about Europe!" 

He smiled coolly. "So you want to bother the minister with these things?" 

"There is no question of harassment; I am a German journalist and have 
been taught to report decisive observations!" 

Hadamowsky stood up. "You must know what you can answer for!" 

"I can!" 

After a few minutes, I was met by Goebbels, whom I had never spoken to 
before. He was winningly friendly and attentive I talked for twenty minutes. 
He smiled. "It is very good of you to tell me all that you have at heart," his 
voice sounded authoritative and amiable, "only may I tell you that in such a 
historical event of continental proportions as our present time entails, a creak 
in the apparatus may just occur. Assuming that all your observations do not 
originate from a subjective attitude influenced by the experience, but are 
objectively seen, even then they do not say anything frightening. At most, 


they honor you for having the courage to stand by them. But you must leave 
the big, the very big conception to the leaderprecisely and thoroughly 
informed about everything and follows his line straightforwardly." With that 
he stood up, thanked me kindly for my messages and shook my hand. 

When I was outside, I knew that one did not want to hear such 
observations. I had recognized from his authoritative manner that he was no 
stranger to such reproaches. 

Dejected and tired, I returned to Westmark. I neither heard nor saw 
anything else from the Reichsfitihrer SS or the East Ministry. 

I got married shortly thereafter.A few weeks later my working vacation 
wasover and I thwarted Biirckel's attempt by telex to obtain an extension of 
my working vacation At parting, Biirckel was strangely moved. Don't worry," 
he said warmly, "you think too much, the Austrians't usuallydo that, 
everything will get on the right track. I read your exposé and thought about it 
for a long time. I myself no longer believe that Erich Koch is the right man 
there. He holds a key position, that's where the wheel turns, that's where 
sharper things can be made sharper, better things even better. But he cannot 
change anything in the big line! Come home soon and healthy, I don't know, I 
don't like your recent departure. There are fewer and fewer who stand by a 


cause for the sake of it! 
* 


We were unloaded at Stalino and motor-marched toward Rostov The 
Caucasus offensive was rolling. As wepassedTaganrog, I was able to ask for 
twelve hours' leave and roared off in a passenger car to the old dear city that 
held so many sad and joyful memories for me 

First I drove to the old quarters. Already in the courtyard I noticed a 
strangeatmosphere I jumped off and ran up the few steps to my former 
quarters. Old, good Babushka came to meet me and backed away in horror 
when I suddenly stood in the room. "Babushka," I cried disappointedly, "don't 
you know me anymore?" She stepped closer to me, cried out and fell crying 
around my neck. "Pan Erich, Pan Erich - ah, why did you leave Taganrog 
then?" 

I tried to calm the excited old woman. 

"Where's Nada?" 

The old woman's face darkened. "At the brothel." 

I fell silent. Beautiful little Nada. "How did this come about?" I asked 
haltingly "Don't ask how - " 

"Where's Marushka?" 

Somewhere in Germany, in the middle of the night, they took her away. 
She works in a wood factory, twice already she has written, she is very bad, 
little to eat -" 

So we sat together for probably an hour, and I asked and she told. But it 


was nothing good that I got to hear. Not all Germans are good," the old 
woman finally said with a closed face, "I know what you want to say, by 
God," she crossed herself hastily, "the Russians are not good either But we 
were so hoping for you, and you promised us so much - " 

When I got up, my feet felt leaden. From the wagon I brought bread and 
canned food. The old woman kissed my hand with tears. "God must protect 
you!" Quietly she added: "Come back, you and your comradesand chase away 
the police and the evil commanders - " 

Lost I walked through the, compared to the previous year elegant streets 
with the big stores. 

At the large apartment block where Iniza lived, my foot faltered. 
Nevertheless, I walked up the stairs. She was at home and recognized me right 
away. But she came towards me with strangely stilted steps. "You are also in 
the country once again? How are you?" she asked in her hard, but now already 
quite good German pronunciation. 

"That's what I was going to ask you," I replied more seriously than I 
intended. 

Tears streamed down her heavily made-up cheeks. "Life is so hard - you 
know, the mother, the little child - always the fear that I would be denounced 
to the Gestapo because my husband was Jewish. Everything turned out so 
very differently from what we dreamed, so very differently from what you and 
your comrades told us. Do you know that all the people in the house still talk 
about you and you? The first ones, they say, were the liberators. The second, 
the servants, and the third, the executioners." 

"T don't think it will be like that," I tried to evade, "the war is not over - " 

The war never ends," she whispered softly, "your city commanders, your 
Gestapo, your labor offices are driving more and more over to the 
partisansThere are many of them who risked their lives to meet you. But now 
everyone is saying: If we are to be enslaved and sent away, then by our own 
executioners, at least we can talk to them - and Father Stalin promised that 
everything would be very, very different." 

"Do you believe in it?" 

She smiled bitterly. "Not me, but many, very many. You only have to 
preach to the Russian, he is very receptive to propaganda. And easily 
forgetful, like a child. You could have had it - it's all over for me when things 
change. I play and sing in the soldiers’ cabaret - I'll be shot when they come 
again and they will come again!" she concluded equanimously. 

"What do you think," I interrupted her, "now the Caucasus is falling - " 

"Maybe - maybe not - but we're talking politics here and you're going to 
be hungry - " 

"No, stay there, I want to hear more." 

"Oh, leave all that, I don't want to know about it - come to me," she tried 
to pull me to her, but I stayed seated. 


"You can come," she smiled through her tears, "little Iniza has to go to the 
doctor every other day for a checkup, otherwise I wouldn't have been allowed 
to sing in the cabaret anymore - " but suddenly she slapped her hands in front 
of her face. "What have we done wrong to have such a life. First the NKVD 
and death possible at any moment and now - " 

I got up quietly and went out. I was not capable of a word. 

Down in the courtyard, the child recognized me and ran towards me 
excitedly. 

"Pan Erich, Pan Erich!" I gave him all my marching rationsand stuffed his 
pockets full of rubles and marks: "Give my regards to Mamushka!" 


Chapter 6 


Tank battles in the Caucasus 


The car whirred. Rostov had fallen. Shattered by an unusual mass 
deployment of the Luftwaffe. Across the main street was emblazoned a far- 
visible, white-glowing banner: "Beware Landser! Deadly Asian venereal 
disease!" 

We finally reached the "Viking" division, which was preparing tocross the 
Kuban I was assigned to the tank destroyers. 

We drove through man-sized tobacco fields that were in full bloom, 
through sunflower fields, and past waving corn. It was a relief for me to lie in 
hard struggles a few hours later. 

Our tank destroyer division was composed almost entirely of self- 
propelled guns, the former Russian Pak 7.62, a pretty decent caliber. 
Unfortunately, with our more than three meters height and equal width, we 
were as big as a barn door and had a ridiculously thin armor, so that every Pak 
went right through. We were only protected against infantry (fire! 
Unfortunately, even there gunner one, the gunner's gunner, and gunner two, 
the loading gunner, were open to the rear. So we had pretty heavy fallout. 

The village in front of us was occupied by the enemy.It was already in the 
Maikop area. The enemy did not want to return. In short order we had to set 
fire to the thatched roofs. Immediately after the first incendiary shellsthe first 
houses Thus our infantry advanced quite well. As ordered, I drove my gun into 
the middle of the village square to cover possible surprises to the south. But 
far and wide no enemy tank was to be seen. I jumped out for a moment, the 
infantrymenjust approaching An old woman with tangled hair rushed into the 
alley, out of the middle of a burning house. 

"Germanski," she cried with a deep breath. "Germans, tell me, is there a 
God? Bog jest?" 

Affected, I nodded. "There, there! Bog jest!" 

The old woman turned triumphantly against the younger women and 
adolescent boys and shouted in a loud voice: "Here is the first German, you 
must believe him, you never believed me. He says that there is a God! There is 
a God, and he will direct everything to the good again!" 

Stunned, I climbed back onto my gunner's platform, and we drove with the 


advancing infantry to the village entrance. 

That was Russia. The house is burning, the world is ending, the world of 
the small Cuban village. But the old woman does not think about rescue and 
salvation, God is more important to her, God and the testimony for him. 

How can one want to govern this people with sober laws and programs? 
Yes, only if oneadoptsthe Bolshevik methods 

The methods of a world we wanted to smash. 


We passed Maikop and came to safety and almost to rest high up in the 
mountains above Tuapse. 

Here in the forest terrain of the North Caucasus there was almost peaceful 
silence. The Soviets had been chased high up on the mountain slopes and led a 
miserable existence there; they were hardly able to inhibit or even disturb our 
movements in any significant way. The people were poor, more than poor. We 
had never before encountered such a starving and miserably dressed 
population. Almost all of them were forest worker settlementsmade a pitiful 
impression with their small wooden houses and small fields Almost all of 
them were Russians from Belarus who had settled here as woodworkers. I 
could not make sense of the haggard, but also devious people. Between them 
and the cheerful, but also - in contrast to them, despite Bolshevism, almost 
wealthy - Ukrainians was a sky-high difference. 

Apart from small outpost skirmishes and minor assault operationsnothing 
was going onln spite of this paradisiacal calm we welcomed it very much 
when we were suddenly pulled out of the forest andthrown further eastsingle 
file marches Mountain troops moved into our positions; they belonged to those 
brave, doomed units that bled to death almost completely and unfortunately 
also unsuccessfully at Tuapse. 

But we rolled via Amavier, Prochladny towards the east, always towards 
the east. When we looked at the general map, we could get claustrophobic. 
Now we were three thousand kilometers away from the border of the Reich. 
The drive towards the east went on and on. 

Rumor had it that we weretoadvance to the Caspian, bypassing the 
Caucasus on its left flankAll atcrossing the Terek. In the middle of the night 
we rolled over a wooden bridge.After weeks of pauses, the Soviet Air Force 
also stirredagain quite properly and accompanied us day and night Our guns 
resembled moving forest bushes, camouflaged all over with small trees and 
branches. 

Just above the Terek we came across a large village, which struck us by its 
emptiness of inhabitants and particular purity and cleanliness.On one house 
was written in squiggly German letters "Brotladen"The houses all had little 
rose front gardens and in the gardens rose-coveredarbors and hedges The 


church shone in dazzling white. We were standing in the last German 
settlement, Gnadenburg. 

In the middle of the last century, a sect arose in Wiirttemberg to seek the 
way to paradise. In order to secure this path, the German sect, with the 
permission of the Russian tsars, who were glad to get industrious German 
workers into the country, established some villages here Seven large German 
villages were established in quick succession, along the Black and Azov Seas, 
along the Kuban to the Caucasus. They were to be resting places for the 
pilgrimages of the Germans to paradise. 

Here the influx of believers had dried up, and like blown grain the seven 
villages remained in the Russian empire, as a sign of German sectarianism, but 
also of German faith and German diligence The Cossacks soon made friends 
with the Gnadenburgs, even with the neighboring Carachians and Carpathians. 
They paid an annual pension to one of their tribes, in return for which they 
were spared all the depredations of the savage mountain tribes, and if anyone 
really wanted something from Gnadenburg, the 
MohammedanCaucasiansfoughttogether with the Christian Germans against 
the enemy 

Now the village had been swept out by the NKVD, not one German 
woman, not one German child was to be found. The village teacher, together 
with 98 men, had been taken to Ukraine in the first days of the war, where 
they had to dig tank trenches and dig positions. But during a surprise advance 
by the Germans, they had defected to the Germans, led by this brave village 
schoolmaster, and had served as interpreters and guides in the various German 
regiments. Now, however, all 99 came back and stood before their badly 
damaged, completely robbed and empty houses. 

They walked forlornly through the stables, through the houses, soon 
stroking here, soon there over a store that they had nailed down a few years 
ago, stroking a battered crucifix that the wife had brought into the marriage, 
and then standing again, perplexed, together in groups on the small clean 
village street. 

"My mother is sixty-two," the teacher said tomean expressionlessface, 
"where might she have died? Where might she be starving and cold?God has 
given us a heavy cross, I don't know how we earned it, the whole story of our 
lives is like the story of Gnadenburg: a story of restless work and straight 
honesty. But God must know what he wants, someone must know what should 
happen in this madness of all the last decades!" 


Shortly after Gnadenburg our new mission became clear: we were 
toclearthe old Georgian army road, the Grusinskaya_ daroga, 
andadvanceagainst Vladikavkaz, or as it was called since the Bolsheviks, 


Ordzhonikidzeto clear the way to Tbilisi 

The high mountains on the horizon depressed us somewhat. But in firm 
confidence we drove towards the coming battle. The next morning, thousands 
of leaflets rushed down on us with the bombs of the Soviet planes: "You are 
all going to your deaths! The Caucasus will be the bone mill of Hitler's army!" 

The soldiers laughed and threw the slips of paper away again, or directed 
them to a more useful purpose, since we were short of paper. 

I was also in a good mood, as I have not been for a long time.Here in the 
Caucasusthe leadership visibly tried to avoid the mistakes of Ukraine 

Good comradeshipmaintained especially with the Mohammedan tribes 
Volunteer cavalry units were formed everywhere, which provided valuable 
help as reconnaissance and also as smaller combat units. Repeatedly, the flag 
of the empire fluttered beside the green battle flag of the Prophet.A strict order 
said that the Caucasianswerefriendlytribes to be treated as friends in all 
circumstances, even in the smallest matters An active propaganda tried to 
create understanding for each other here and there, and it was quite successful 
with minor exceptions. 

The greatest contribution to this reasonable and orderly treatment of the 
Caucasian peoples was made by the two political experts of Colonel General 
Kleist, General of Cavalry K6strin and von Herwart. K6strin, the son of a 
German Moscow bookseller who had spent his youth in Moscow, hadfallen 
outof favor at the beginning of the Eastern campaignbecause he had pointed 
out the true strength of the Red ArmyHe was sitting forgotten in the 
Grunewald when Kleist remembered him and requested him as a political 
advisor, much to the benefit ofGerman interests, as well as those of the diverse 
Caucasian tribes, the Karachians, Carpathians, Osets, Ingush, Azerbaijanis and 
Kalmyks. 

This world-historical country, where today, as a thousand years ago, the 
Prometheus legend is still alive in the old stories of the mountain villages, had 
always been a problem child of Russia.Here, in the nineteenth century, the 
leader of the Mohammedan mountain Caucasians hadfought his legendary 
battle all his life Shamyl. Here, in 1934, the Soviet divisions with tanks, 
artillery and planes had had to break the last uprising of the mountain tribes. 
This land, where the cradle of mankind is said to have stood, rich in bizarre 
beauty and fertility, did not and would not surrender to the rulers in the 
Kremlin. 

Now our tanks roared into this magic land. Golden and lesser spotted 
eaglesmade their eternal circles above us in the deep blue sky, the black kite, 
the most beautiful bird of prey in the Caucasus, swooped curiously low Hawks 
and sparrowhawks hurriedly flitted by. In the endless forests, wolves and bears 
retreated shyly. In the shade of the Caucasianhigh forest, the black panther 
eyed uncertainly down on our mountain fighters, who raised the German flag 


on the steep peaks of the Caucasus 


We received our first teachings about the population. First of all, that you 
must not admire anything. You must never say to a Caucasian, "But you have 
beautiful pants" - or "a beautiful horse." Because at that moment the admired 
person gives you this object, no matter how valuable it may be, and naturally 
expects an equivalent gift. If this is not provided, one is considered impossible 
and has lost face. 

As much as we laughed at this information at the beginning, it probably 
benefited the one who acted on it. I was invited to a banquet of honor by our 
host, an Osetian. precaution! took advice 

When the roasted lamb came to the table and the host awkwardlycut off 
the head as a gift of honor for the guest of honor, I handed the brain to the host 
and his wifeVisibly surprised at so much decency, my ossetians bowed But I 
was completely persona grata when I cut off the left ear and smilingly handed 
it to the eldest son. Now I was considered a man of the world in the whole 
village. I just knew what was proper. 

Unfortunately, not everyone knew that.The Karachians, as a tribe in 
Kislevotsk, hadprepared and invited to a great bairam festivalGerman armed 
forces at the end of the Ramasan month fastOne of the speakers of the Eastern 
Ministry came from Berlin. 

We stiffened when he began to speak in a wide echoing voice: 
"Karachians, Karachians! Now we havefreedyou from Bolshevism! You have 
become free! But this does not mean that you can do whatever you want now! 
Now you have to prove yourselves worthy of liberation and get to work! Now 
you have to spit into your hands for the victory and attack the enemy! There is 
no slacking..." Even if not literally, of course, but in terms of meaning, this is a 
very harmless translation of the outpourings of the Lord, who in his brown 
uniform, provided with quite a lot of tinselwas gazed at bythe 
Karatscheiernopen mouths 

To our great fortune, however, they had not understood a word. But the 
thunderous speech and the sweeping gestures had made a deep impression on 
them. cavalry captain Baron Hahn, whohad beenassigned as interpreterjumped 
up elastically and, under the augur smile of all the interpreters, translated the 
speech skillfully and perfectlyadapted tothe mentality ofthe Caucasian tribes, 
something like this: "Karachians! We had long heard that in the high Caucasus 
lives a noble people, the Karachians. So we thought how we could help you. 
And to help you, the Fuehrer sent out his Wehrmacht and liberated you..." And 
so it went on. At the end, the Karachians burst into frenetic applause and their 
elders assured them that they would do everything to help us. 

We breathed a sigh of relief. If the speech of the Berliner had been 


translated, it would have been taken as a great insult, and there would have 
been a political catastrophe in the Caucasus. 

The dear eastern politician from Berlin was astonished when we all burst 
into a roarlaughter as he confidently said at the end, "You see gentlemen, that's 
how you have to talk to the brothers, then it works!" and threw himself into 
the chest 

But we said nothing. That would have been too risky. Yet the Caucasian 
tribes in particular offered undreamed-of possibilities. But one had to be able 
to empathize and have great intuition. The Kalmiicken special leader, for 
example, proved this strikingly. To be on the safe side, I will not mention his 
name. He lives in the East Zone.This outrageouslyclever and proactive 
Sudeten German devoted himself entirely to the Kalmyktribes Soon it was so 
far that all tribes in all their 
concerns submitted unconditionally to his arbitration. Among the 
acquaintances the Sudeten German was called only: the Kalmyk King. 

We actually regarded the whole thing only smilingly as a kind of 
hobbyhorse of our friend. But how astonished we all were when one day a 
delegation of the Kalmyk elders appeared before Colonel General von Kleist 
and informed him that through underground channels the elders of the tribes 
had given orders to their tribesmen in the Red Army to return here 
immediately to the Caucasus to fight with the Germans against Bolshevism. At 
the same time, messengers of the Buddhist Kalmyks were on their way to 
Tibet to the Dalai Lama to inform him about the events in the Caucasus and to 
promote German interests. 

This was better work than discussing what would actually have to happen 
to the Daghestani mountain Jews if wetakenDaghestani capital and port city 
on the Caspian Sea, Makhacha-Kala.Around the year one thousand, larger 
mountain tribesfrom the East Caucasian highlands, Daghestan, who were 
purely Aryan, converted to the Jewish religion Since they both did not mix 
racially and remained faithful to the adopted Mosaic religion, they were 
impeccably Aryan Jews. Supposedly, as the ethnographers claimed, these 
Daghestani mountain Jews were of pure Gothic descent 

Were they Aryans, or were they Jews? Were they to be recognized as 
friends or enemies? 

The military development relieved our theorists of any conscience We 


never reached Daghestan. 
* 


On the whole, however, the leadership of people in the Caucasus was a 
hundred times better than in the rich, vast Ukraine, where the first stronger 
partisan units began to stir at that time. 


I did not know that at that time Koch and Sauckel were just beginning the 
great labor excavations in the whole Ostland, and that the Caucasus was the 
praiseworthy exception on the whole Eastern Front. 

We knew nothing about all this, we only knew that we were on standby at 
Nishnyi- Kub. I was well camouflaged with my gun, half buried in a deep 
balka, and remained unmolested by the airmen all night. When the messenger 
tried to wake me up, all five of us were already up. Hein, the young 
Schleswig-Holstein man, asked me to stand a little to one side. I was amazed, 
Hein was an old warrior, although young in years. Letters and greetings for 
home were usually only given by recruits before battle. 

Hein held out two pictures to me, two girls. One very pretty, one a little 
colorless. "Which one should I marry?" 

"Damn, such a question on an empty stomach," I tried to evadeknowing I 
was an unquestioning authority for Hein 

"What do you think about that one?" he held out the colorless one to me. 

"She looks very reliable!" said I, for lack of anything better to say. 

The nineteen-year-old beamed. "I thought so too. She has a child by me 
and always writes and sends, so she worries. Finally, I want to write to my old 
man today, because the boy should go to the farm, if the devil takes me in the 
end!" 

We both laughed. Then came the order: Start the engines. 

A little later we drove up. Everywhere in the balconies it became alive. 
During the night we hadn't noticed it at all. By golly, we were a good hundred 
tanks of all sizes. Our company, the third Panzerjéger, was driving pretty 
much in the middle. Safe thing. Shortly after Nizhny Kub the order came: 3rd 
tank destroyer, close up on the first tanks! So we were on top after all, it 
couldn't be any other way. We rolled through deep mountain gaps and over 
heights. Everything was still. But then athunderous impact far ahead of 
usshatteredthe calm of the morningheaviestcaliber Already the salvos were 
lying. Close in front of us stretched a deep and wide armored trench. 

Armored engineers calmly got out andapproachedexplosive charges There 
was a knocking on my wall. Aha, infantryis also there We didn't expect that. 
They had dug deep tunnels in the balconies overgrown with knee-high 
mountain grass and were crouching in the depths of these shafts. No muzzle 
flash could be seen. But the bullets whistled quite a bit.Fascinated, I watched 
through my binoculars a big Oberscharfthrer who, whistling, despite the hail 
of bulletsfreely and without cover, was now applying the concentrated charge 
to the wall of the tank trench Suddenly there was a clang. The dogs had shot 
my glass. When I raised my head excitedly above the protective shield, the 
Obersturmfthrer was gone.Literally torn apart by an impact.The next man 
crawled forward and lit the fuse.I saw him flinch and roll sideways, where 
helaymotionless But then I had to put my head down. The bullets whistled too 


low. We had been targeted by some group in particular, especially because we 
were leading on the outside left, i.e. we offered the best target security. 

Incessantly, the heavy chunks pounded between us. I lookedenviouslyat 
the tanks, which closed the hatch while we remained open backwards and 
upwards 

The first charge burst with a bang, followed immediately by the next. And 
another. How the tank engineers had managed this in this concentrated enemy 
fire was a mystery to me. Then the first tanks rolled over the trench, which had 
not been able to bring our attack to a halt. Immediately after that our gun also 
rolled bumpilydown and up again Coming up, I saw with horror that two tanks 
were already burning. Direct hits or mines. But I had no time, in our nearest 
vicinity lay the impacts. Iposition during the roll I slowed down, then sped up. 
In short, I tried to exhaust all safety options In the neck I felt wet. I reached 
up. Blood.I wentup again Surely I was not wounded? Then I saw blood 
dripping down through the crack of the gunner's stand, deep red blood. 

I shouted through the throat microphone at the gunner, "Karl, are you 
wounded?" He immediately answered in the negative. But then he reported 
excitedly, "Hein got it, bandages immediately!" 

I snatched up the first-aid kit and handed it up. After a while he said 
quietly, "I don't think there's anything I can do, I've already used five packets, 
Hein is unconscious." 

"Watch out," I shouted, "don't stick your head up like that." I had not yet 
spoken when he cried out. Quickly I pulled myself up by the protective shield 
and was on top of him with a daring somersault. He had received a relatively 
harmless shot through the jaw. But with Hein it went to the end. An explosive 
cartridge had torn his entire abdomen apart. I bandaged Karl and pushed the 
first explosive grenade into the barrel, let the gun turn briefly and fired at the 
nearest Balka: Once more. In fact, the fire eased somewhat, although I had to 
fire aimlessly. The radio operator,operatingthe machine gunsuddenly shouted: 
"Something has moved there" and turned his His bursts of fire rattled. With a 
curse, however, he faltered. One of the invisible snipers had shot through his 
right arm. I now jumped back down to the driver's cab, put an emergency 
bandage on him and let him stop in the direction of the chief tank. He was 
angry. "Go back at once, wait by the combat hulk! It's near Nizhny-Kub." 

We turned and rolled back at top speed, completely overlooking the fact 
that we had advanced a good nine kilometers and that the infantry was still in 
the rear near Nizhnyi-Kub. When we drove backalone, suddenly the whole 
area came alive and bullets hailed from all sides.From all holes and cover 
came the Red Army soldiers. The radio operator, despite his wound, put his 
rifle back into firing position and stopped in the middle of the densest packs, 
where a lot of them soon stopped. The wounded Karl and I, however, sat at the 
rear of the gun and fired alternately with the machine pistol and then pulled off 


egg hand grenades again, which we simply threw behind us. One of our hand 
grenades just hit a cover hole and right after that the Red Guardsman was 
thrown high into the air. A Sovietist ran behind us quite comfortably with a 
Teller mine, which he absolutely wanted to throw at our gun. I actually liked 
the guy, he was running so briskly and undaunted, because we had quite a nice 
tooth on it. But his intention was not conducive, so he stayed down. 

Finally the first houses of Nshnyj-Kub appeared in front of us. I quickly 
asked my way to the main dressing station. Hein was still alive when we 
unloaded him. But when the doctor bent over him, he had suffered. Shocked, I 
picked up his things. Also the two pictures. He had no longer written his letter. 

The other two wounded stayed there. We said goodbye with 
difficulty."That this had to happen to me," Karl was annoyedthe radio operator 
repeatedly asked me"angry, he would have been so happy to stay at the gun!" 

The driver and I drove back in despondency and found the combat vehicle 
in a balka not far away. As weabout tolie down, tired and wearythe first bombs 


howled into the balka 
* 


Towards evening, three men reported as the new crew and immediately 
afterwards the spit delivered the order tobringgunforwardwith the rationsat 
nightfall 

two heavy wagons with rations and our gunafter a trivial 
skreacheddetachment again, which had pulled up as a big hedgehog in a huge 
cornfieldAs soon as we, the first salvos of Stalin's organ struck in between, but 
miraculously without causing the slightest damage. I slept dully and 
dreamlessly. 

At dawn we set off again. The fog lay over the wide day. The peaks of the 
distant mountains glowed with blood. To our left, the petroleum town of 
Malgobek rose from the dawn on the Three Hills Mountain. A large white 
house shone in the first glow of the sun as ifsurroundedby Bengalfire The 
large, thick petroleum reservoirs were still in the dark. 

Down the valley to the right lay Zakopchin, like an outpost at the entrance 
to the narrow valley that was the gateway to the Georgian Army Road. How 
many hundreds, even thousands of years soldiers had marched, driven and 
ridden here. How much blood this petroleum-soaked earth mighthave sucked 

Then the sun stood large and glowing before us. The mounted armored 
infantrymen hummed the ancient soldier's song of the dawn that shines for our 
early death. 

Ahead of us, a good two kilometers to go, a T 34 curved. Another one. 
Our tank top stopped. A shot howled through the morning. Everything jumped 
up and screamed into the coming day. The first shot was a direct hit. The 


Soviet tank was ablaze. We drove at full speed. Ahead the first tanks, close 
behind it, we, the third tank destroyers. I with my gun again on the left 
outside, as a wing gun. 

In front of us there were now fifty, now already a hundred Soviet tanks. 
Everything breathed a sigh of relief. Here is the hour of decision, here a battle 
of greater proportions is brewing. 

While the Soviet tanks were constantly reinforcing themselves, rolling out 
of valley depressions, behind houses and haystacks where they had been 
waiting for us well camouflaged, and sending their deadly salvos towards us, it 
became more than lively on the heights. Artillery, Paks and flak began to 
shower us with a veritable hail of all calibers. The earth splashed all around us 
in real earth fountains. We, however, in the gun had no work yet. Here on the 
Unken flank it was still quiet. I looked suspiciously at my section. I looked at 
the town on the Dreihiigelberg, which was already half to the left, half in the 
rear of my flank To the right of the white house it flashed. Launch. Habitually, 
I counted: one, two, three, four, and at five, not three meters to my left, the 
gun shook. I immediately changed position further to the left. Again it flashed 
above. Again I counted. Exactly at five, it hit me on the right, ten meters. 

Just then the company commander roars past me in his command tank I 
report, "Enemy fire from Malgobek!" 

He laughed all over his face: "Nutter! Malgobek is firmly in our hands 
since this morning!" and continued shaking his head at so much ignorance of a 
gun commander. 

Above again launch, I immediately changed to reverse position. Impact 
exactly at the old place. Immediately afterwards I could see that at least three 
batteries were firing at us from above. 

A little later the chief dashed past again. "You are unfortunately right, the 
infantry regiment that should have taken the town bled to death in the storm, 
for the time being, since there is nothing going on here anyway, take up fire 
against Malgobek's batteries!" 

I turned around on the spot. My driver was going absolutely crazy 
downstairs. "What's going on? Are we going to commit suicide?"The poorest 
pigs in tank battles are the drivers who, after all, never see anything through 
their narrow slit of vision and who, above all, lack any overview So we had to 
stand with the open rear against the attacking enemy and now, at rolling speed, 
chased shot after shot against the heights. The hits were in the big white house. 
Then finally also in the advanced battery, it whirled wildly through the air 
above In the meantime, however, I had to change positions constantly and at 
ever greater intervals, because the remaining guns had only one hot desire: to 
let our car fly into the air. 

During a short break in the fire, I glanced around; by God, it didn't look 
promising. Thirty tanks and tank destroyerssurely alreadyburninghere 


Although it was also blazing and flaming quite nicely at the Ivan, so that our 
tubes had partial field of vision, but over there at least three hundred T 34s had 
driven up. 

Suddenly the loading gunner said, "Three more rounds of tank shells!" 

I froze. In my frenzy, I had totally forgotten to save more and got carried 
away. That was a beautiful thing. I immediately curved over to the boss and 
reported. He said nothing. I volunteered to drive back toload the whole box 
full of ammo. He shook his head. "The ammunition tanks should be here any 
minute,the meantime try torotate through as best you can. Just don't stay in 
one place too long, you'll be out scored!" 

We curved around in the terrain for some time. It was a miserable feeling 
to stand around completely superfluously and just play shooting gallery figure! 
After a while, the driver reported laconically: "Fuel left for ten kilometers at 
most." 

Desperately, I kept looking out for the ammunition tank. But it was 
nowhere to be seen, because it had already blown up long beforewe knew 
itThe fuel report hit me like a blow. Had our tank been hit by one of the 
hundred splinters and leaked? It didn't matter how. We were screwed. Further 
to the left, I discovered a very small depression in the ground. Into its deepest 
depth, perhaps three-quarters of a meter deep, I let the gun go. 


"Gentlemen," said the gunner, full of gallows humor, "make yourselves 
comfortable!" 

I sat gloomily in my cab and thought frantically about how I could help 
myself. But with the best will in the world, I could think of nothing. A 
shadow fell over me. I noticed the young recruit, who was driving his first 
battle as gunner two, staring longingly at my place, which was nevertheless 
much better covered against the splinters than his post. 

"Do you want to come down a bit?" asked I quietly, "I want to come up a 
bit like that!" 

Hastily he answered in the affirmative and quickly climbed down, while I 
squatted up to the gunner. He said nothing. I didn't know what to say either; 
we were in the East for the second year and knew what to make of our 
situation. 

At the recruit's stand lay a rumpled novel booklet, thirty pennies, I opened 
it. "The red light of the bar alternated with blue and green in a splendid play 
of colors. The subdued music created that delicately tinted milieu - ", smiling, 
I read on. Around us the impacts were hammering and the splinters were 
whirring in a mad sequence. I, however, was absorbed in the thirty-penny 
world. Suddenly something hit me full force in the pit of my stomach and I 
flew high into the air. Next to me I saw the gunner flying in millionths of a 
second and below us a fiery blaze. Before I hit the ground, I knew: Direct hit! 
Lying dazed on the petroleum-soaked earth, I caught sight of the young 
recruit strpullhimselfupburningtank When I jumped up, hedisappeared into the 
sea of fire The exploding ammunition and hand grenades arcing through the 
air forced me back to the ground. Beside me, I heard a muffled groan. My 
company commander was crawlingalong,dripping with sweatand bleeding 
across the floor. "What's wrong?" he asked dully. I silently pointed to the 
burning gun. 

"How many rounds do you have in the gun?" 

I did not understand him. "Sixteen, as usual," 

He pointed to theSoviet tanksalready approaching to perhaps two hundred 
meters, full of mounted infantry Our tanks rolled back. 

We were lying in front of a narrow kerosene channel, perhaps half a 
meter wide and no more than thirty centimeters deep. We now crawled 
through it. The chief had a very hard time. As it turned out later, there were 
fourteen small splinters in his armpit. With difficulty we moved forward. In 
the meantime, our tanks went forward again to counterattack and, despite the 
enemy superiority, chased the Ivan back another kilometer. In return, the 
Soviet batteries doubled their fire and increased it to madness. We could not 
lift our heads, in uninterrupted succession the impacts howled, whistled and 
whirred the splinters. 

At last we reached a hollow where our dismounted panzer 


grenadiershuddled together Breathing a sigh of relief, we remained lying 
down. Saved. In the sky about eighty airplanes roared in. Our planes! At the 
right time. A sigh of relief went through the ranks. Then a brittle voice said, 
"Those are the Bolsheviks!" We hadnot recognizedthe machinesThey were 
machines of the first American aid helicoptersfor Bolshevism Immediately 
after that, however, the first ones started low-level flight and the impacts of 
the on-board guns splashed between us.The bombs howled and tore 
apartwhole groups at once inmiddle of the crowd 

We laybacksthe few minutes, or the few hours, in short, that 
horribleeternity, hands clenched, waiting for death Exactly twenty meters in 
front and maybe twenty meters behind us the hit screamed out. But many no 
longer screamed, they had chosen the better part. 

Then finally the sky was empty again. Two German fighters chased up. 

Two German hunters -. 

It was enough to make you cry. We had long since used up all our 
first-aid packs. So we climbedover the pile of dead and woundedenemy fire had 
notdiminishedamomentand reacheda shot gun of the neighboring companyThe fewtank 
shellschased after didnot reach usI wiped the blood, my own from a few minor splinter 
wounds and that of my /comradesface When I looked into a mirror, I drove 

back. The explosion had turned me black, the hot oil or gasoline slightly 
burned I had not noticed anything. 

Exhausted, when the gun stopped in Nshnyj -Kub, I fell down and just lay 
there. I was finished. But not the chief, who quickly took two repaired guns 
in the workshop company, manned them and drove to the aid of the hard- 
pressed comrades. Despite his fourteen splinters. Shortly thereafter, news 
reached me that Fritsch had fallen, just beyond the tank ditch. He was now 
the thirtieth dead of my regular company. The division lost in the fighting 
around Malgobek and Sakopt- scfiin to one thousand five hundred men. The 
grave at the tank trench became a small necropolis. 

A few days later we were again engaged in heavy fighting for the three-hill 
town of Malgobek, which we finally took. Its possession would have been a 
prerequisite for the success of our attack.Why the Soviets did notclosewide 
valley, which they had surrounded from three sides, from the fourth sidewith a 
single dozen tanks and a handful of infantrywe all did not understand No one 


would have come out. 
* 


Special assignments took me to Kislevotsk. Another Russia. Beautiful, well- 
kept small towns from the tsarist era, enlarged by magnificent buildings of the 
Soviet bureaucracy: Yesentuki, Piatigorsk and Kislevotsk. 

In Piatigorsk, the city of Lermontov, where he had written "The Hero of Our 
Time" and where he had been shot in 1841, where Pushkin had written his 


"Caucasian Prisoner", I met friends from home. We feasted until dawn. From 
there we went on to nearby Kislevotsk. Here, too, there was a visibly good and 
normal relationship with the civilian population, especially with the 
Mohammedans, who were obliging and strongly anti-communistA Karachi 
cavalry battalionthe mountainssinging and playingI drove in The splendid, slim, 
tanned fellows sat like a glove in the saddle. 

Here in Kislevotsk, by chance, I met a number of Leningrad university 
professors, especially those from the Medical Faculty, all of whom were on duty 
in the German military hospitals. They hadbeen evacuatedfrom Leningradto the 
Caucasus, the Russian intelligentsia should not fall into our hands 

What these people, all serious, older scientists, many of whom had studied in 
Germany and Vienna, told me about Leningrad seemed to me like an outgrowth 
of Dostoevskian fantasies 

The city was so inadequately supplied that a total famine broke out just a few 
weeks after the German siege began.Dogs, cats, rats were soon considered 
unaffordable delicacies.Scenes of man-eating, similar to the great famines1921, 
were commonplace Hardly one person was safe from another. Relatives or 
apartment dwellers concealedthe death of their loved ones for weeks in order to 
continue drawing the starvation rations in their names; corpses lay under beds 
and decomposed.weak and infirm werecircledstreet by packs ofstarving children 
and adolescents, as if by a pack of wolves. Dying people had their shoes and 
clothes torn off their bodies if they had the misfortune to collapse in the street. 
Sincewasa strictlaw that the caretakers of the houses in front of which the dead 
lay had to bury them, the latter lurked in the corridor all day long in order to drag 
the dead, from whom nothing more could be stolen, immediately to the next 
house, so that the neighbor would have to do the work that no one in his 
weakness was capable of doing 

But the magazines of the NKVD, Red Army officers and party men were 
richly supplied. They had tomaintainbloody discipline in Leningrad 

When the first evacuation trains finally left the dying city, people simply 
threw out the dead at all the stations because they could not dwell with the 
corpses and needed the space. The stripped, naked corpses lined the rail lines. 

"It was hell - " said an old professor shuddering and covering his eyes with a 
trembling hand "I don't know where we got the strength to survive all that. It 
wouldn't have been so difficult to provision the city. But it was easier that way. 
Only the favored and the troops had to live, we were condemned to die, to die 
horribly." 

Almost all of them had lost many family members in the Leningrad death 
house Shaken, I left the Russian scholars' colony. 

Against this experience, even the horror of the murderous battles 
weighedonly half. I strolled haphazardly through the streets. Everywhere the 
balalaika music sounded from the cellar pubs and wine bars.Wounded soldiers 


walked with Caucasian women and Norwegian and Flemish nurses along the 
city's corridor The candles of the small Orthodox church flickered mildly 
through the wide-open gate out into the twilight. Hesitantly I entered. Some 
worshippers, old people were on their knees on the stone floor. 

God has sent us a great task, I realized, a difficult but radiant one. May we 
recognize it and prove ourselves worthy of it. May the wide German heart cling 
to it and solve it with all its strength. May the blood of our soldiersshed a million 
times overthe seed from which eternal friendship with the liberated peoples of 
the steppes and mountains in the East will grow for the benefit of the whole 


earth 
* 


Caucasian, Mohammedan music was playing in a small pub. Their monotony 
had driven away the German compatriots; there were almost only locals in the 
pub. A German air force captain asked me if there was still room at my table. He 
sat down with me. Slowly we got into conversation. 

"Yes, I think so too," he said, breathing a sigh of relief, "I have just come 
from home. My father-in-law has a large armaments factory in the West. The 
Russian, mostly Ukrainian, workers are housed in barak- ken camps, fenced in 
by barbed wire. They, some of whom had even come to Germany voluntarily, 
with great promises, are kept like prisoners and are only allowed togo outpairsas 
in an orphanage, with an esc It is madness. What I could, I have enlightened, but 
it is all just a drop of water on a hot stone." 

I left him depressed. 


Pa 


Shortly after that I was ordered to the salt steppe, which connects the 
Kalmyk steppe with the Caspian Sea: north of Mostok, Edissja, Stepnoj, 
Atschikulak. We rested in the carpet workers' villages of the expelled Armenians 
settled here and met a Cossack regiment operating here, which fought excellently 
with the enemy. 

The few hours spent with the old colonel, an East Prussian, were a rest. This 
man, certainly already sixty years old, was the idol ofhis Cossacks, whom he 
treated completely as equals and from whom he could have what he wanted He 
took them as human beings and was respected as a human being. Much later I 
heard that this regiment, equal to the Kyrgyz Division, had fallen to the last man 
after his death and not one of the Cossacks had surrendered, although they stood 
- in hopeless situation, covering the German retreat. 

For the time being, however, there was no question of retreat. Nalchik, the 
capital of the "autonomous" Soviet republic of Carpathians, Karpatinez, fell. 


A little later, I was called back home for a second time to spend a few 
months putting the factories back in order. I was silent. I found the observations 
of the foreign air force captain confirmed in their entirety. In part, the conditions 
were even worse. 

Josef Biirckel sent for me after eight days. 

"How about the East?" 

"According to the Wehrmacht report," I answered laconically. 

The Gauleiter remained silent. 

"I see that Ukrainians are treated like prisoners. Those who came to help in 
the victory over Bolshevism sit behind barbed wire, the rations are usually much 
worse than those of the population, and they are supposed to do the hardest 
work. How is it supposed to look in the East, when it's already like this here?" 

Josef Biirckel immediately started talking about something else and asked 
me about the mood of the troops and the state of the battles I had been in. I 
reported unvarnished truth. 

After a few days, I noticed how he let the Ukrainians show him 
accommodations and rations in surprise inspections. After a few weeks, I 
happened to read a confidential instruction tocontractorstreat the Eastern workers 
humanely and fairly 

He became friendlier to me at every opportunity and often drew me into long 
conversations, mostly about the East. Soon I realized, hoping for a new turn in 
the Eastern question, that Josef Biirckel was toying with the idea of replacing 
Erich Koch, the sinister one, in Ukraine. A project that would have borne the 
best fruit for the Reich, but failed because of party intrigues. But I breathed a 
sigh of relief. I had been able to convinceat least one manwas influential, even ‘if 
not in the highest leadership 

general, I noticed for the first time that old, triedandtested National 
Socialistsbegan to think for themselves and applied the sharpest standards of this 
thinking to events 

Once, shortly before I left again, Biirckel called us together and, trembling 
with anger, put on the table a circular letter that had been sent by the law firm of 
Dr. Robert Leys 

In it was a wild diatribe against the Catholic priesthood, which the 
Reichsleiter had delivered somewhere in a religious castle before new religious 
junkies, all of whom were casualties of war and were now to be trained for party 
service. 

"In such a situation," Biirckel said with honest indignation, "this person goes 
and makes such a mess - the Allies need only print this speech and drop it in our 
Catholic districts - it works better than bombs! Sometimes one does not know 
whether one is dealing with fools or with criminals. 

I wanted to say something. But I did not. Still I would not be understood 

This church policy wasbe condemnednot only for tactical reasons, but also 


for moral There was once a great Prussian king who is said to have coined the 
historic phrase: "In my kingdom, everyone can be blessed according to his own 
facon!" 

how much we referred to the old Fritz at every suitable and unsuitable 
opportunity, we had completely forgotten this sentence. 

And not only that - somewhere our fight, our however camouflaged fight 
against Christianitywasdillettantish and downright childish. For centuries and 
millennia the peasants of Tyrol and Styria, the fishermen of the North Sea and 
the whole German country lived in Christian culture and under the spiritual 
leadership of Christian denominations. Now, in marching step, the whole people 
should relearn.For this with spiritual aids, like the "Myth of the Twentieth 
Century", of which most of the higher party comrades openly said that they had 
read the book two or three times and did not understand it 

One tried to take something from the people and was not able to give 
something only approximately equivalent. No wonder that this ideological work 
had to suffer shipwreck among the broad masses. 

In addition, the horror of the battles was difficult to bear, especially for men 
who were not only fanatical nationalists, who put the Fatherland above 
everything, even above life, and died bravely for it. But since there were just a 
few such fanatics and the German army was a mass army, these people were 
looking for something to cling to in the hours when hearts were weighing 
relentlesslythat would help them But here Rosenberg was absolutely out of 
place. Here these masses were reaching back to the faith of their fathers and 
mothers. I have repeatedly seen Alpine fighters strike a cross before the 
command jerked them forward. 

And not only alpine hunters . . . 

Instead of recognizing this and taking this simply undeniable fact into 
account, the Kulturkampf was stubbornly and narrowly fought on in the most 
perilous situation the Reich had ever found * 


In addition, the bombing raids in the West slowly began to become 
embartrassing.Even in our Gau, which hadtoconsiderableto the overall 
programdelivery deadlines wereonly sparsely met Soon Saarbriicken was 
burning, soon Mannheim, soon Ludwigshafen. It was obvious that the German 
air force could no longer maintain the protection of the Reich. 

Arthur, who as Untersturmfiihrer in Befehlszug Heinrichthe political reports 
in the sky, told me at our last get-together: "Udet knew why he shot himself." 

"Shot? What are you talking about together? He crashed, didn't he?" 

"Who said that?" asked Arthur back quickly, "it was just announced that he 
fell while testing a new weapon! And that was true Udet, as Inspector General of 
the Luftwaffe and an old veteran, saw quite clearly that our air program was no 
longer up to this pressure and its task with the outbreak of the Soviet 


front.Inspector General, however, he was fully responsible to his conscience, to 
history and to the peopleHe was ridiculed when heraisedhis ideas So one 
morning he grabbed a brand new English aviation pistol and shot himself. The 
official report was already true: he was trying out a new weapon - " 

What more could I say? 


Chapter 7 


Stalingrad 


A few weeks later, the most horrible blow that the German Reich had ever 
suffered struck me at home: Stalingrad. I did not yet know that this was the 
death sentence of our brave Eastern Front. Nor did I know that this was the 
clear beginning of the end. I only knew that Hitler had said that Stalingrad 
would be our beacon in the East. Now, however, this beacon horrifically 
illuminated our downfall. For nights on end I could not close an eye. Again and 
again the hundreds of thousands of men stood before me, exhausted, exhausted, 
starving, and betrayed, at a lost post ready for the last. 

This Stalingrad, the original Tsaritsyn, hadalready played a decisive 
roleSoviet Russianhistory This "city of the empress", which as Tsaritsyn led the 
little-noticed life of a small Volga town, which had only emerged as a 
permanent base in the 17th century and was far behind the splendor of Nizhny 
Novgorod or Kazan, suddenly received a key position in the history of 
Bolshevism in 1918-19. 

The White Guard counter-revolution that was forming in the south and east 
ignited the conflagration that was about to burn the Bolshevik experiment. Their 
tactical goal was to unite their fighting divisions in the south of Russia with 
those in the Far East. Thus the Leninist revolt could and had to be smothered. 

The divisions marched singing and winning from the east towards the 
southwest and from the south towards the northeast. In the intersection of the 
great strategic movement was the Volga. 

Along this stream of currents the Old Russian divisions marched, when the 
Cossacks were the first to water their horses in the Volga water. The White 
Army was in front of Tsaritsyn. 

The battle for this city, which at that time had barely 60,000 inhabitants, 
began. Without the soldiers knowing it, it was the battle for the decision 


But the executive of the Bolsheviks had recognized the given situation 
They knew that in this middle Volga town the iron dice of world history would 
fall. If the Whites succeeded in uniting their fronts, the fate of the Bolshevik 
powerat Then the anger and pain of the Russian people would break over the 
Bolsheviks like a hurricane. 


Therefore, Lenin senttwo special commissars with the greatest powers and 
personal instructions'the front of Zaritsyn: as special commissar Josef Stalin and 
as military commissar Voroshilov. 

Fate had decided against the tsarist generals and their brave divisions. 
Perhaps because the attackers had not realized the importance of the battle to 
the same extent as the Bolsheviks - perhaps only because on that day the 
capricious God of War was kinder to the Red troops than to the Whites. 

With that, however, Bolshevism was saved and the counterrevolution lost. 
For'what followed was only a chain of heavy persecution battlesand retreats 

In honor of the special representative of Tsaritsyn, however, the city was 
named Stalingrad, and later developed into an industrial center on the Volga.In 
those decisive days of the Second World War, with a population of many 
hundreds of thousands, with the huge tractor plants and other factories, it was 
again in the focus ofdestiny 

And again fate decided for the Kremlin just at the gates of this city. It was 
here that the two fateful generals of this genocidal struggle entered into the 
decisive passage of arms: Marshal Paul and the Soviet Marshal Rokossovsky. 

Over 3,000 kilometers from the Reich border, more than 300 kilometers 
from the German front, 22 divisions had beentrappedhere since November 
2319420n February 2, 1943, the last battle group hadsurrendered 


A few weeks later, in a small wine bar in Saarbrticken, I metvery young 
Lieutenant Hans M., whom I had not seen for a long time, but whom I knew 
from his activities as an H.J. leader He approached me. I was startled, so aged 
was the person. He smiled wearily and said, "I was flown out of Stalingrad as 
one of the last wounded" 

In the small Saarland wine bar rose the shattering face ofthe battle of all 
battles of the Eastern Front: Stalingrad 

Shortly after the divisions of the Romanian Corps, to the north and south of 
the city, were shattered by Soviet artillery and Soviet tanks and infantry units 
poured into the empty spaces, the Sixth Army was caught in the cauldron. 

Initially, things went quite well.Ammunition and rationswereplentiful, and 
the attacking Soviet troops wererepulsed with devastating lossesthem 

At first barely noticeable, but then abruptly increasing, it became worse.The 
Luftwaffe couldlonger fulfillits task of supplying the trapped troopsGoering had 
once again promised too much He could not keep the promised supplies to the 
trapped troops. Since the end of November, Paulus had not given a single 
strategic order The corps generals gave orders on their own. 

By mid-December, Hood's Panzer Group of 90 Tiger tanks had worked its 
way to within 60 kilometers of the Stalingrad cauldron. encircled people 


jubilantly saw the beaconsand artillery strikes inthe night sky Feverishly 
everything was prepared in Stalingrad for the breakout. 

Then came the Fihrer's order that the breakout had to be stopped because 
Stalingrad, as a key position on the Volga, had to be held. 

The rations became worse and worse. Soon only 6 to 8 planes were flying 
with rations and ammunition. 6 to 8 planes a day for the whole Sixth Army! The 
daily casualties increased to 1'000 to 2'000 men. Most of them died of hunger, 
frostbite and weakness. 

Nevertheless, soldiers and officers held their own and fought so well that at 
the end of the Battle of Stalingrad the Soviets had to admit in their official 
report that of the 600,000 men engaged, 360,000 Red Army men had been killed 
or wounded. 60'000 guns of the Red Army, 1'800 Stalin organs and about 5'000 
tanks were necessary to break the resistance of the German army in Stalingrad. 

In the end, there were about 80 tanks on the German side - without 
ammunition and gasoline. 80 against 5,000. This is the face of the Battle of 
Stalingrad. 

On January 25, Paul gave his last order to his soldiers: anyone can try to 
make it out of the cauldron without signing out. 

On January 24, in the southern section, General Daniels surrendered on his 
own with his infantry division. This allowed the Soviets to push into the free 
hole. Thousands of Stalingraders paid Daniels' "rescue operation" with their 
lives 

On 29 January the prelude to the end began. Soviets managed to penetrate 
the encirclement, which was still 5 kilometers long and 2 kilometers widesplitit 
into a northern encirclement, which still contained the few tanks and heavy 
weapons, and a southern encirclement, which contained only infantry without 
ammunition 

Paul, who had his command post in the basement of the GPU prison in the 
South Kettle, was unable to say a single word to his officers. He was a 
completely broken man. 

On February 2, 1943, the last combat groups in the Northern Kessel laid 
downtheir arms The drama of the most decisive battle in the east was over. 

The young lieutenant had finished. We both stared in front of us. Outside, 
the air-raid sirens suddenly wailed. Slowly we stood up and finished our wine. 

In the station area, in the immediate vicinity, the bombs were thundering. 
But everything had become so boundlessly indifferent to us. 


that time, however, I didnotoverlook the full force of the political and 
militaryrepercussions But soon I realized that with it Stalin had given a new turn 
to the war: The war of the communist world revolution was over. patriotic war 
of Russian Bolshevismhad 


And we had helped him to do so through our wrong and totally misguided 
tactics. 

Soon the third winter of war in the East was upon us. When we went to the 
East, we had to realize very soon that we were missing something in our storm 
luggage, which we had to buy very dearly and the final acquisition of which, 
unfortunately, we never quite finished: the factual knowledge of the Soviet 
Union arms factory and the political and psychological inkling of the 
mechanization and steering of the soul of the Russian tribes of peoples by 
Bolshevism. 

While the bravery and military experience of our soldiers were able, with 
the utmost effort, to strike this dangerous weapons factory and crush the 
products of many years, there was no one who could acquire for us the 
knowledge of the full extent of the horrible political and psychological 
mechanization We were faced with a completely new problem: the Soviet man. 
No knowledge of Dostoevsky'snovelsno matter how precisecould help us here, 
nor could Pushkin's poetry show us the way We found neither Tolstoy's Anna 
Karenina, nor a blessed resurrection ofGogol's dead souls.This world had been 
buried with the Cossack officers, the popes and kulaks in the mass graves of the 
GPU andat most haunted the cabarets of the big cities of the "Old" WorldIt had 
bled to death in the bloodiest of all Lenin's experiments, which his Georgian 
epigonehadbent to his taste and fortune Our knowledge of this "New" World in 
the East had to go its own way, just as this world once went its own way. 

Bolshevism, in its hermetically sealed experimental space,demonstrated the 
thesis of materialism with the masses of people at its mercy and has subjected 
life to the paper revolution without regard for losses In the meantime, the way 
has become known to us exactly. 

This world of illusory life, of the greatest tension between theory and 
practice known to world history, broke in that stormy year of 1941, when the art 
of our generals and the audacity of our soldiers shatterediron curtain separating 
the peoples of the Soviet Union from life It is even the case that this Bolshevik 
era broke not only directly from the military successes of our army, but also 
indirectly. Millions of believing, at least ignorant Soviet Russians recognized 
from the face of the German soldier, from his uniforms, from his deeds, that 
they had been systematically deceived and lied to. 

Stalin had become politically bankrupt. His conservative system was 
shattered.His propaganda had become pale and ridiculous, his blood 
powersensitively worn down before all the world, his general line had been 
immortally disgraced Through our fault, only through our fault, the picture had 
now shifted. We found ourselves, without even knowing it ourselves, in the 
midst of political and the resulting military collapse. 


2. PART: THE GREAT RETREAT 


Chapter 8 


The Ghost of Tauroggen 


Once again, it was off to the east. The great counterattack from Kharkov 
had fizzled out. The enemy had managed to let the spring offensive, which had 
been carried with so much momentum and bravery, run itself into the ground. 
The never-ending wave of British and American bombers had begun to have 
an effect. 

To this end, we heard whispers of the madness of typecasting for the first 
time. Again and again new improvements of our tanks and airplanes were 
proposed. Admittedly, the new tanks were indeed far superior to the enemy, 
who continuously brought his T 34s into the fray. But the constant 
improvements, the constant reinforcements required a constant new 
improvement and redesign of the machines and factory equipmentInsiders told 
thatcompletion of a new machine plant for a new type of tank often took 
months Months were lost to production. Meanwhile,the Soviets were building 
T 34s, T 34s, T 34 

Our new tanks, which were better by far, faced such mass superiority 
when they were deployed that even their much better quality could have little 
or no military effect. 

In the Luftwaffe it should be the same. We grabbed our heads, we small 
subaltern officers and non-commissioned officers of the Eastern 
Front.Butweonlyhopedthe Fuehrer, with whom every decision restedto know 
what was happening and that everything would somehow turn out all right 

Meanwhile, we were losing more and more space and our mass graves 
were growing into infinity. 

Gritting our teeth, we often retreated before a morally far inferior enemy 
and looked longingly to the west for new tanks and guns. Over there in the 
west, however, there was always new construction, planning and rebuilding. 

What we needed, however, were masses of new tanks, guns and airplanes 
But we did not get them, or only in completely insufficient numbers. 

The race against time had begun in full swing. 

Then the German leadership in the East tried to adopt the Soviet tactic of 
"scorched earth" andbridgelack of material power with an empty space to let 
the masses of the Red Army on the Dnieper cut themselves dead 


Stunned, I looked into the stream that rolled by: Wagons with horses, cars 
upon cars, endless columns of civilians, men, women and children, gasping 
under the weight of their last belongings, regiments upon regiments, artillery, 
tanks and infantry, Cossacks and German cavalry regiments - to the west, 
everything to the west. 

This took on the proportions of a catastrophe. Further over in the east, the 
villages and the cities were already burning.Now, in the twilight that was 
approaching against the wide stream that seemed destined tobecomeour fate in 
the east, the sky was bleeding I stood with my group on the remains of the 
wall of a shot-up house and looked down to the shore, where thousands upon 
thousands of cattle crowded roaring. A shout from the escorting Cossacks, and 
slowly the wearyanimalstrottedinto the rushing water with their heads hanging 
lowlt was as if the stream had come alive with the mass of cattle's 
headswestern bank 

Over on the west bank should be the big defensive line, we were told, over 
on the west bank. What a difference. How different it was only two years ago! 
How we were chased across this Dnieper in 1941, in front of us the ruins of 
the defeated Red Army. And today? 

With an unimaginable effort of men and material, since the summer, under 
the banners of the world revolution, the steppes stormed against Europe. 
peoples of the Soviet Unionpushedwestwardbattles that dwarfed anything that 
had ever been 

Burned out tanks, wrecked airplanes, cannons, machine guns, grenade 
launchers without number and hundreds of thousands of dead lay on the 
battlefield. 

Once again a hard decision had come, an hour in which it was more a 
question of bending or breaking than before in the East. Desperately, the 
German leadership had considered all possibilities and decided on the measure 
that would cost the fewest casualties and promise the greatest success. East of 
the Dnieper a departure had taken place that could not have been more 
gigantic. The country rolled away from Bolshevism: the people, the cities, the 
factories, the cattle and the grain. All that was to remain was the vast, empty 
space, the mastering of which confronted the Bolshevik armytaskalone would 
guarantee the success of the German defense in the coming months 

The station close to the river received the harvest that poured from the 
eastern space and directed it to the west. The cars of the trains that passed the 
station every ten minutes and rolled across the Dnieper could not be counted. 
Machines of all kinds, entire factories, and graingrain, and grain again Men, 
women and children hung like full grapes on the wagons, on the roofs and 
crowded onto the cargo with them. These people knew only one goal: escape 


from Bolshevism. 

Slowly the day waned. Again and again, huge herds of cattlecircled by 
Cossacks and Mountain Caucasians on nimble horsestrottedto the great stream 
Carefully the animals wet their hooves in the cool water. Slowly, patiently, 
roaring dully, cattle after cattle slid into the water. Herd after herd floated 
across the stream like a giant raft. Further down, hundreds, even thousands of 
pigs grunted on the big ferry. So it went all days and nights, hour after hour. In 
the distance, the trains whistled with the wagons full of golden-yellow grain to 
which this most powerful hunger offensive in the history of the world was 
directed. 

We had forgotten time and space over this unique picture. A Martin 
bomber was desperately curving against one of the bridges, and in a moment 
the flak rattled and chased him away. We walked through deserted streets to 
our quarters. 

Far in the circle the villages went up in flames. Somewhere the detonation 
of a blast thundered. The sky turned blood red. Once again, our companies had 
withdrawn during the night in accordance with orders and let the enemy push 
on in the morning; push on into a space without villages, without towns, 
without people and without livestock. And what was most bitter for him: 
without the longed-for grain. Pushing into the desolate emptiness that was to 
bring the Bolshevik offensive to a standstill. 


The retreat succeeded excellently. The parts that fell into the hands of the 
Soviets were not significant at all.times of great losses had not yet come 

On the other hand, a horrible surprise awaited us on the western shore: far 
and wide, not the slightest line of defense could be discovered. In the fire of 
the enemy, we dug in makeshift. The disappointment and bitterness of the 
soldiers and officers was boundless. If the unprecedented discipline had not 
been so ironclad, there would havemurder and manslaughteragainstresponsible 
services 

In some places the Bolsheviks crossed the stream almost simultaneously 
with us, which in a completely different way than we had hoped, now actually 
became destiny in the East. 

Soon it was clear to all of us: there was no Eastern Wall, there was no 
Dnieper defense line at all.Never before in the history of war had a river alone, 
mere water, been a truly decisive protective wall Our leaders had literally built 
on water. Blood, our blood, had to try to contain and hold the raging push 
alone. But it was precisely in these days that German soldiering in the 
Eastproved itself more radiant and gripping than ever in the days of victory 


Retreat. How often in this war had we felt the hot breath of panic from the 
enemy that preceded this fateful alarm call.It was we who, in the north and 
west, in the southeast, in the south and not least in the east, were hard on the 
heels of the retreating enemy for weeks, for months, chasing him into bloody 
defeatsWhen we had to retreat for the first time in the course of this war in the 
interest of the given situation, in those over-harsh winter days of1941, the 
agony of retreat deeply gripped even us who had hitherto been only drivers 
Even the coming offensive victories, which again led our flags far into the 
vastness of the East, could never again solve in us the dull mystery of those 
hours, which for every soldier, whether general or grenadier, lies hidden in 
retreat. 

Only later did we realize with amazement that we had just become 
soldiers in those agonizing days. Soldiers who had recognized and overcome 
the war in its last and most difficult phase. We were stunned to seethat much 
of what we had thought to be the incontrovertible guarantors of success - the 
possession of a hundred kilometers to the east or to the west - was not the 
decisive factor at all, but that the war, having long since outgrown itself, held 
within it all, but really all, possibilities of a positive and negative kind, of 
which we had not even suspected in our stormy years We then cleared up with 
the illusion of the "rolling" victory and put an end to the fallacy of the war 
already won. Quietly and humbly we began not tocountthe success figuresbut 
to observe the rule with which the enemy and we faced each other in the iron 
game, we learned here and there finallylook a little behind the cardsreact 
accordingly This realization was more than a mere soldierly reminiscence. It 
was the prerequisite of our further national action par excellence. It did not 
come too soon. The political crisis in the South, which had followed the 
military one, demanded from us that ultimate truth which alone was capable of 
bearing and sustaining the ruptures of that year. Undeterred by the Savoy 
puppet theater, this spirit of absolute readiness continued to beat on all fronts 
the battles, the partisan fand material battlesAn event that a year earlier would 
have sent the victory-addled German Wehrmacht into the brightest excitement 
wasregistered bythe German soldier probablyastonishmentbut without 
surpriseand our successful response was taken as a matter of course. 

Then, in those days, we experienced the hardest test of the Eastern Front: 
going back without having been defeated. A thousand times the question 
sounded, to be answered a thousand times by no one flawlessly: "Why are we 
going back?" Again and againthe men urgedtheir leaders to lift the veils of that 
horrible mystery that inexplicably and irrevocably threatened everything that 
had hitherto been the be-all and end-all of every soldier's life: confidence in 
victory and success.addition, this gigantic retreat east of the Dnieperforced to 
create an empty, dead space behindretreatingarmy, often even without contact 
with the enemy, contained all the dangers for discipline and discipline.Here 


herds passed us soldiers, endlessly, there countless quantities of poultry and 
small livestock were brought back. There, in whole mountains, valuable 
material of all kinds lay unguarded by the road, waiting to be taken away. 
Next to the trains full of grain, nothing but grain, which did not seem to be 
going away at all,many kilometer-long treks of civilians with adolescentgirls, 
with women whose children were still hanging from their breastsand men, all 
of whom were not willing tolettheir existenceextinguishedby the 
onrushingBolshevism 

What army in the world couldaffordsuch a retreat inthe fifth year of the 
war without suffering serious damage to its ideal and organic substance or 
perishing as a result?If this retreat posed all dangers for the rear services, it 
placed the fighting soldier all the more in the purgatory of the highest 
probationis self-evident that Stalin used all his forceshad remained inheavy 
material battles of his Ukrainian famine offensivenow for the big storm and- 
tried to windecisivecombat successesat any priceduring this historically unique 
migration back of millions of people over many hundreds of kilometers Today 
the enemy did not push at all, and all movements took place without enemy 
influence. Tomorrow he threw everything available against the drop lines in 
order topenetratethe bridgeheadsand cheaply cash in on the unrolling troops. 
But nowhere did he succeed. he able to disrupt or even thwart it in the long 
tun, despite the difficult strategic and fighting situation that this plan would 
once have to ent. 

This dismounting retreat between Donets and Dnieper was one of the 
greatest undertakings in the history of war. Never before had the leadership 
placed success so much in the hands of the soldier. It could do little to ease his 
fate and lessen his soul-struggling. For tactical reasons, it was mostly not even 
allowed to reveal the strategic objectives and the direction of march. It could 
only do one thing: blindly trust the German soldier. He did not disappoint this 
trust in any way and even where he neither understood nor could understand 
command and leadership, he fulfilled his duty without reserve. In the 
successful course of our retreat, it proved that this German soldierhad 
grownbeyond barracks yard discipline to absolute readiness for action 


The fate of our retreat for this unfortunate country quickly became clear. 

Many months ago, in one of the countless villages we took in the storm, he 
had run to the company, not much different than a lost puppy. At first he 
endeared himself to everyone, but then the spit unceremoniously assigned him 
to the kitchen. There he stayed, the young Shura Matyukhin, who came from 
the Poltava region and was dragged to the front with a Komsomol unit and 
after his capture was let go by the Germans because of his 13 years. 

Soon he spoke surprisingly good German and hadas if he had always 


belonged When the division advanced further east and was behind Poltava, 
Shura often ran over to his home village, which was also just behind the main 
battle line. Each time he brought back a sack of eggs and everyone liked to see 
him take his short leave. That hemightreturn or even defectnever occurred to 
any of the menShura was the most reliable thingyou could think of - on duty 
and even, when there was a need for men, in battle 

The mood of the entire company was all the more depressed when, in the 
midst of the great dismounting movement, they suddenly discovered that 
Shura had disappeared without a trace. "Look, look," the cook fretted, 
"where's that? Grad der Schura!" Seihst the company commander was gruff. 
"Because it just goes back sometimes," muttered the spit. "Who would have 
thought that. But we don't take any more!" So he decidednumerous offers of 
help willing "We've had enough with the Shura." 

For days, for nights, the grain trains rolled by, the countryside roared with 
the hooves of tens of thousands and thousands of cattle being driven westward 
in huge herds. The sky flamed brightly at night from the burning towns and 
villages, long since cleared of civilians and now completely destroyedno 
longer able to provide shelter for the SovietsWhen the never-ending wagon 
trains of fleeing peasants waved past ushappened that someone pointed to one 
of the many boys and said, "Just like our Shura!" 

The company came to a river bank. Further up, the stream of crops, 
machines, people, and not least soldiers poured over a bridge. Here a large 
ferry served the traffic. For days the company had cleared its designated 
kilometers as ordered and had hardly been disturbed by the enemy. Now, 
however, when the Soviets were amazed to see that the Germans were actually 
serious, they desperately tried to push on with all available forces and take 
possession of the shore. 

Now the time had come. The battle troop was already over there. The first 
platoons floated on the stream. Finally the ferry came for the last time to take 
the last platoon across in the covering fire of the opposite bank. To the right 
and to the left of the landing place the first Bolshevik assault troops were 
already standing. 

Quickly the train was on the ferry. The shells of the Soviets were too high 
and swept far behind into the water.Our infantry guns didanswer It was a real 
target shooting. Thank God the stream was so wide. 

Suddenly the men flinched and stared across at the now hostile shore. 
There, among the Soviets, a boy had appeared, and another, and another "If 
that's not the Shura," one Landser shouted, "I'll eat the shore sand today." 
"You can do that without the Shura if there's a direct hit," said another, 
reaching for his sniper rifle, "but then at least let's give hima souvenir." He 
raised the rifle. The others looked away. Suddenly, however, he lowered the 
barrel. Over there, the three boys hadrun all the way to the water and, before 


the surprised Soviets saw what was being played, they had thrown themselves 
into the river and were swimming in long pushes after the German ferry. 

The men crowded on the ferry that it threatened to fall. In fact, two also 
loosened a boat and rowed toward the swimmers All the fire magic was 
forgotten. Everything revolved only around the three daredevil swimmers. Just 
as the ferryreachedthe shore unmet, the two soldiers also pulled the first boy 
into the boatThe German machine guns hailed and laid a formal screen of 
fireover the boat, which after endless minutes, also reached the shore unsOnly 
one of the boys had been shot through the arm. It was Shura. 

While the medic bandaged him, he greedily gobbled down the first bite of 
bread. "Don't be angry, Natschalnik," he begged the chief, "but when it went 
back, I couldn't stand it anymore. I had to see the mother once more. But the 
village was already occupied by the Bolsheviks and all the men, all the women 
had been dragged away to work in factories or in the Red Army or to die. Only 
my two brothershiding, and I found them during the night We set out 
immediately and marched, marched in the midst of the Soviets, always 
following the Germans. We looked in vain for a hole through which we could 
slip. Everything was impossible. But we did not give up, we slept during the 
day and searched at night. Until we found you just before the stream. Now," 
he concluded, exhausted, "I have found you after all. You and life." 

He wanted to say something else, but languidly he leaned back and 
immediately fell sound asleep. The men stood in a circle and no one said a 
word. Only the spike lifted the canvas and gently covered the sleeping man. 

* 


And this is the story of the old, good Babushka. It is only one image 
among many. The image of an unknown, primitive, Ukrainian woman. And 
yet it is a monument for me. A great monument on the great river. 

"A thousand thanks," said the ancient babushka, bowing so low again and 
again that I feared she would hit her head on the floor. We watched with 
amusement as she hurriedly took the large pot with the chicken soup, which 
we could not eat with the best will in the world, and hastily left through the 
low door. At noon she was back again. So it happened that the old woman 
came to us day after day to fetch her meager food for herself and her four 
grandchildren. Two sons were in 
Siberia. One fell in the Bolshevik army. Her two daughters-in-lawhad been 
taken by the Soviets to the earthworks Only her four grandchildren, who were 
eternally hungry, had stayed with her.That's why she was soon called only 
"Babushka", the grandmother, in the whole company 

But not only we were the givers, she also gave hers to make herself useful 
with us. Soon there was a huge hole in her sock that she could fill with her old 
fingers even faster than we could, soon there was a shirt or a pair of pants that 


needed to be cleaned. We didn't have to order her to work. She came again and 
again, every day, and mothered us all after her kind Of all of us, however, she 
had taken our silent, serious Rudolf most into her care. Thisprobably because 
her Jacob, who had already been in Siberia for five years,also supposed to 
have blue eyes like Rudolf 

that time, we had driven a narrow strip into enemy territory, which weto 
abandon againgiving way to overwhelming enemy pressure.Of course, 
everyone knew the situation and expectedwithdrawal In the end, however, as 
is always the case, everything went horuckzuck and we were glad to be able to 
stow our clothes. As we rattled through the village in our team car, only 
Rudolf grumbled angrily: "Did I really forget my old shirt at the Babushka! 

The next days were very ferruginous. Many a good comrade lay down for 
a great sleep on the sandy earth, so that the homeland might live and work. 
The wide Russian sky gently stretches its twinkling canopy of stars like a 
canopy bed over the graves in the east and guards their quiet peace. Our 
taciturn brave Rudolf has also been waiting for a long time now somewhere in 
the eastern expanse for the bells that will ring peace to the world. 

It was shortly after Rudolf's silent death. On the harvested sunflower field, 
when we moved the front in the counterattack and took our old village again in 
the storm. The women and children stood by the road, just like the first time. 
But the brightness of their eyes had gone out, their smiles were frozen.We 
walked through the old, familiar streets, asked about this and that, and 
suddenly stood again in front of the house of our babushka 

But no one moved. Only old Vaska from the neighboring hut shuffled 
slowly to the small wooden fence: "Babushka broken," he said indifferently. 
"Many broken!" Pointing with his shaky fingers to a tattered brown rag that 
fluttered like a storm flag from the low ridge of the roof. 

"Heaven and hell!" cried Wilhelm excitedly, "surely this is trulyRudolf's 
old shirt!" 

The story is short, as life in Russia is usually short in general, and the 
punch line is without a happy ending, as the whole Bolshevism is without a 
happy ending. The commissar who came with the Bolshevik army saw the 
brown shirt on the ridge of the roof where Babushka used to dry our laundry. 
Maybe that a little ghost envied the old woman the bread she got from us and 
denounced her. Maybe it was really that the shirt betrayed her. "You 
helpedHitlers!". the commissar shouted at the timid old woman, 
"youbetrayedthe world revolution!" 

It was no use for the Babushka to cry and affirm that she would surely 
have starved to death if the Germanski had not given her anything to eat And 
whoever eats must also work. After all, didn't the great comrade Karl Marx 
say: "He who does not work, should not eat! 

She was shot together with the other "high traitors" and "fascists", the 


shirt-washers, the sock-stuffers and an old man who had even cut down wood 
for the kitchen. And as the four grandchildren held on to her coattails, crying, 
they accompanied their grandmother on the long journey into the dark. 

We moved silently to Babushka's quarters. An old, yellowed picture, 
which showed her in her young years, we carefully detached from the wall and 
sent it as our greeting to Rudolf's mother far to the west. 

When weto clear the village againa few weeks later in connection with 
new strategic shortening of the front, we tore the embers of the stove into the 
dry strawHere, none of those who came from the east under the plumes of 
blood should find a roof over their heads 

At the edge of the village we stood in silence and looked back at the 
burninghouse Rudolf's old, tattered shirt was fluttering on the roof ridge in the 
spraying rain of sparks. 

Then we turned and marched into our new battle line to await the enemy. 

That same day I heard a major say throwing away, "Ain't no shame in all 
that riffraff!" 

He probably noticed from my face how I felt. "Or perhaps you have a 
different opinion?" 

My throat was dry. But still I said calmly, "Yes, Major!" 

He looked at me in amazement, but then turned around and _ said 
something about German sentimentality to his adjutant. My comradeshowever, 
crowded around me and silently shook my hand 

In general, I noticeddeep change inthe whole attitude of the companyThe 
men and also the front officersbegan to think and came to conclusions that 
were very close to mineBut there, from where the decisive orders cameonly 
there, nothing seemed to be seen and nothing seemed to be heard 

But the harshness of the fighting and the insane superiority left us no time 
for long discussions, hardly for thinking. Again and again we attacked, again 
and again we beat back the overpowering enemy. Again and again there was 
the same picture: the enemy gave way before our pressure, but closed left and 
right, so that we had to give way in order not to be encircled. Our losses were 
great. Our blood could not replace the missing eastern rampart with concrete 
bunkers, deep staggered trenches and blocking forts. What had we not been 
told officially and even more unofficially. We had already expected that it 
would not be so great. But that there would be nothing, absolutely nothing, 
nothing but the fantastic information, we had notdared tofear 


For the first time, I was overcome by paralyzing fear. I felt like a betrayed 
man in a lost cause. With me was the entire German army of the East. In front 
of us a merciless, treacherous enemy who knew how to exploit every 
opportunity, behind us a leadership that did not recognize this enemy's deepest 


nature at all and sacrificed every opportunity in favor of paper programs and 
outlived concepts. 

I was faced with the biggest decision of my life. The calls of a Herr 
Seydlitz and consorts had trickled down upon us in millions of leaflets. The 
ghost of Tauroggen had risen and was attempting his soul-catching. In the 
midst of the agony and dull despair of the German prisoners of war in the 
many POW camps of the Soviet Union, as well as the German soldiers of the 
Eastern Front, the founding of the National Committee "Free Germany" and 
the "League of German Officers", hit like a bomb. well-known German 
communist leader and writer Erich Weinert, and the bearer of a 
gloriousPrussian army commander's name, Walther von Seydlitz, were 
responsible for organizing the German spiritual revolt behindbarbed wires of 
the Russian and Siberian steppesOnly later, hesitantly at first, but then more 
and more strongly, a namepushed into the foreground, which, as the 
personified fate of the hundreds of thousands of Stalingraders throughout 
Germany, had the strongest weight: Marshal Friedrich von Paulus. 

admit that this "revolt," guarded by the nagans of the Kremlin commissars 
and concocted in the politburos with the sophisticationand routine of agitators 
tried and tested for decades, was skillfully stunderpinned byOtto von 
Bismarck'spolitical legacy of never exposing Germany to the mortal danger of 
a two-front war and his Russian-Prussian alliance tradition, dressed up with 
the glory of the historic Prussian rupture of words at Tauroggen 

The reverberations among the masses of German prisoners of war, 
especially the enlisted men and non-commissioned officers, were surprisingly 
small.Apart fromthe layer of political advantage-seekers and all-turners, there 
were only a few, incorrigible German romantics who sought their role model 
less in the tragic person of the abandoned Stalingrad marshal than in the 
legendary rebelhon of General York and his officers 

The response among the German soldiers of the Eastern Front was total 
rejection and the greatest contempt 

Meanwhile, the ringing names of the officer rebels rattled before the 
astonished German Eastern Front soldiers and prisoners of war. Besides 
Seydlitz, Lieutenant General Edler von Daniels, Colonel van Hooven, Colonel 
Steidle, Major General Kortes, General Lattmannn, Major von Frankenberg 
and Proschitz, Major von Knobelsdorf-Brenken- hoff, Lieutenant Gerlach.And 
because, according to the naive belief of the Soviet strategists in the Germany 
of that time,to beunknown private, in line with the shining names stood the 
person of the parade private EmmendorferA clumsy politicaloperetta 

The only man who was closely associated with the cause and caused deep 
shock among the Eastern Front soldiers was Friedrich von Paulus. 

This relatively young generalbeen appointedby Hitler personallyas 
Reichenausuccessorafter the death of General vonReichenauwhose chief of 


staff Paulus had been for a long time, by deferring and bypassing senior gener, 
had been the most hated German general among the Soviets 

Illja Ehrenburg, Stalin's body and stomach journalist, had not so long ago 
dubbed Paul the "bloodhound of Kharkov" because Paul had bloodily 
suppressed a planned revolt in Kharkov. His turn advises 
selike. However, even he could not change the fighting morale of the German 
soldiers on the Eastern Front. 

Behind all this stood the grinning mask of Stalin and Kaganovich. There 
was the Bolshevization of Europe. It became completely clear in me. Even if 
the path was wrong, our flags carried the homeland, the fate of countless 
women and children. Even if we went to our doom, the endless mass graves of 
our comrades, even if plowed up and destroyed by the Bolsheviks, called out 
to us a clear language of duty and loyalty. 

So I decided to walk the bitter path to the end, albeit seeing and doing 
everything possible. 

Perhaps that a higher one would spare me the experience of defeat and lay 
me with my silent comrades. 

But I also went it in full knowledge not only of the wrong way, but also of 
the wrong leadership. - But - were we not surrounded, as if in a cauldron 
heavier and more terrible than the Soviet divisions? In the cauldron of our 
realizations.Never again totalitarianism- never again a Byzantine leader 
principle with such dimensions. 

How can a person know everything, see everything, feel everything and 
do everything? This idolatry lasts until no stronger person comes. Then, 
however, the all-enclosing bond of the community is missing. Because 
everything waits for the one, which is to work now miracles and is 
nevertheless only a man with all errors and advantages. But just a human 
being. 

One can decide boldly and carry everyone along. But one can also err and 
miss and thus drag everyone down. 

The path of community, however fragile, goes slower and bumpier Up, 
but - also down. Because the eyes of many see much more than one alone. The 
ears of many hear much more than those of one alone. No, never again 
totalitarianism, I vowed to myself. If this deadly danger, if Bolshevism could 
be beaten back, then all forces for the revolution of reason. For the sacrifices 
we had to make to the phantom of the Fihrer principle were too great. 

And at that time I had no idea of the true extent of our sacrifice. 


midst of the agony of my wild thoughts came the experience of the 
dyingdefector 


Hundreds of times we had seen the Soviet regiments die in front of our 
machine guns. Hundreds of times we stood before the riddle of this war in the 
East; how a people, tormented and tortured like no other on earth, can be ready 
to die for its tormentors. Admittedly, we missed in the Soviet troops that 
conscious self-sacrifice and clear knowledge of the last miracles, which is 
peculiar to our German soldiers. But nevertheless this stubborn, against itself 
and the enemy ruthlessly staking one's own life remained unexplained for us. 

If Bolshevism succeeded in anything in its bloody experiment in Soviet 
Russia, it was the mechanization of life From the Stakhanov worker, for whom 
even the laughing and the crying, the eating and the digesting had to be 
brought to a certain standard if he wanted to achieve his workload, to the 
soldier and his struggle, the materialistic mechanism celebrated its triumphs. 
The heart is dead.soul of the Soviet Russianpeoplesdies before the execution 
pelotons- nevertheless everything goes its usual course in mechanized 
order.And even if there is no enthusiasm among those who now have to pay 
the bill for those whose invoice is open and will probably remain open for all 
eternity - the Soviet soldiersthey still fight and die themselves like wound-up 
puppets, robots, for problems that are not theirs, for phrases they never 
understood, just as mechanically as they lived 

We could experience that the Soviet soldiersshowered us with a hail from 
their rapid-fire riflesuntil the last moment, only to jump out of their cover 
holes, throw away their riflesand grinningly ask us for "Papirossi" - 
cigarettesWe witnessedRotten carrying their "Urra" to just outside our lines to 
crawl over to us as the last survivors in our defensive fire and offer us their 
rifles and ammunitionAnd I saw with my own eyes how Soviet prisoners 
suddenlyjumpedjerkilyrifles lying aroundgreat numbersand directed a strong 
defensive fire against the Soviet bombers who were bombing ussame prisoners 
who defended their position tenaciously and stubbornly 

It dawned strongly. We were lying on the slight hill from which we 
wereto carryour attack into the rough frost-covered landscapenext morning 
The wind whistled and kept swirling some frost through the air. Suddenly, our 
belayers spotted a figure slowly struggling through the winter storm. "Don't 
shoot!" shouted the Unterscharfiihrer, "let them approach!" But there was 
already a bang from over there. The man in front threw himself down. "A 
defector," we cursed, "such a mess!" Finally, three men crawled out to look for 
the injured man. But after a few minutes they came back. The defector had 
probably been badly hit, but hadnevertheless continued to work his wayagainst 
our lines. The SDG shrugged his shoulders. Belly shots, three of them. 

The defector, having arrived in our cover hole, makeshift bandaged, 
waved "Nichevo!" he said half aloud, "better this way than another!" I lit a 
cigarette and shoved it into his mouth. "Ukrainian?" He shook his head. He 
had been a worker in the Urals before. He had once believed in the delusion of 


freedom - equality - brotherhood. But that was a long time ago. "Then why are 
you going to die for this system?" 

Death Wound breathed a deep sigh of relief. "This you will never 
understand, this you can never grasp: the Soviet army, the 'Robotshe- 
kristianskaya- krasnaya-armiya', the army of workers and soldiers - this is a fly 
wriggling in the net. A net without end." 

And in the middle of the twilight, among the fogs drifting from the 
lowlands, the image of this army of workers emerged. 

The backbone of this army is not the commandir, not even the specialist. 
The backbone is the politruk or, as he is actually called, the politicheski 
rukovoditel, the political commissar. In the smallestunit, the platoon (Vswod), 
works the Pompolitruk, who in turn,according to the regulations, is assisted by 
three to four informers, officially called Informatory, whom nobody knows, 
not even the platoon leader These are ordinary soldiers whom the politruk 
selects and forces to report for him every conversation, be it the most 
harmless, every action, no matter what, of his comrades. practically impossible 
to drop just one word in the Soviet army that does not immediately come to 
the ears of the politruk The real politruk works in the company (rotte). If he 
serves for a long time, he has the rank of a Starshi Politruk. In the battalion the 
battalion commissar takes care of the dirty business, in the regiment (Polk) the 
Polkovoi commissar, who can also be in the rank of a Starshipolkovoi 
commissar. In the brigade it is the brigadnik commissar, in the division the 
divisional, in the army corps the corpusnoi commissar, and in an army the 
armeskik commissar pjerwoga ranga, that is, of the first rank, above which 
there is only the wtoroga ranga, of the second rankAbove all these top 
informers, who officially go in uniform andare at least equal tothe 
officerswhole RKKA (Soviet Army) stands the Natschalnik polititscheskogo 
uprawientja RKKAWith him all the threads of this endless, deadly net 
converge, from which no onecanescapeonce fallen into its meshes And that is 
practically every Soviet soldier, who is completely helpless in the face of the 
whole coterie of informers and traitors. 

"You think you have a friend and you pour your heart out to him," 
whispers the defector. "He's your friend, too. But he is one of the 
involuntarybloodhounds who hound and hunt the mass of rounded-up peasants 
and workers - an informant But he has a heart and does not report you. But the 
politruk learns from another informant, who does not know his friend, that you 
have been talking to the other informant for a long time. The interrogation 
begins. Finally, the friend breaks down and in his fear of death reveals a 
fragment of your conversation and you are both lost. Tomorrow morning you 
will be liquidated." 

Over in the distance there is a bang. "Perhaps a post," the injured man 
stammers hoarsely, "but perhaps the politruk's nagan is speaking his last word. 


You are under the lens all day, indeed you sleep at night under constant guard. 
Whatever you do, you are seen and heardAnd there you ask why the Soviet 
soldiersdieso silentlyand so stubbornly for their executioners? The net holds 
them all captive, the great and the small, from the first step at the barracks 
yard to the pit in the mass grave." 

The shells of our own artillery whistle away above us. Further down, a 
pak gun barks away. The dying man has fallen silent. Only before a stronger 
man took the agony and sorrows of his poor, botched life from him did he 
open his eyes once more. "Tear," he whispers with difficulty, "tear the endless 
net, German soldiers..." Over at the edge of the forest, the Soviet soldiers 
shout their last "Urra" for the Bolsheviksoul-sellers The defector no longer 
hears it. We, however, lay by our rifles and listened out into the great dying. 


Chapter 9 


Narwa bridgehead 


Just in the heavy retreat fights, which were exceedingly lossy, I was hit by 
the news of the death of my old bold comrade Franz Roth, the successful 
German cameraman of the Second World War 

Immediately afterwards, a transfer order from the Kiro- grad area called 
me down to the capital of Croatia for the formation of a new, 3rd Germanic SS 
Panzer Corps, whichwas to be formedmainly of volunteers from the Germanic 
countries, especially Dutch, Flemish, Danish and Norwegian Its leader was to 
be one of the best generals of the Waffen-SS, Felix Steiner. 

I was glad and sad at the same timeget awayfrom the Eastern Front after 
almost three years I had often envied my comrades in Italy and France, who 
were happily spending their days in Biaritz and Capri, while the death of the 
steppes accompanied us day and night. However, despite all this, I could not 
help feeling a certain sadness and trepidation. There is something special 
about the soul of the vast Russian landscape. It repels and captures at the same 
time. One gets sick of it and longs for it at the same time. Even today, after 
incomparable years of agony and hustle, in many a quiet hour a great longing 
for the endless expanse of the Russian land and the Russian man rises in 
almost all German soldiers of the Eastern Front. 

However, my stay was short-lived. Thank goodness, because here in 
Croatia, too, there were so many palpable errors in leadershipit was simply 


exasperating 
* 


In the middle of the rich Croatian land the order tore us up to the north. 
Narwa bridgehead. 

In Jovi we were unloaded. rapid marches we entered the narrow 
bridgehead, barely two kilometers deep, whichlayabove the deep blueNarva 

Across from Hungerburg, Estonia's famous spa town on the Gulf of 
Finland, there was fire and smoke on the far shore. direct hit ona Soviet fuel 
depot Ahead of us, however, in Narwa, it was quiet. Ceasefire on the fronts. 
The silence was oppressive. We all felt as if in the next moment a blast of fire 


would have to break out and shatter the unaccustomed calm. 

Again and again the signs along the road warned "Enemy sight!"; 
"Attention! Road is under heavy artillery fire!" Unhurriedly a column with its 
small, shaggy horses moved along the endangered road. Impacts lay to the 
right and to the left. But they did not reach us. Already we were on the asphalt 
road and had reached the first houses. "Godverdomme!" the road guard called 
out to us, "that was a close one!" Dutchmen who were on guard here with their 
"Brigade Nederland". 

Then we were in the midst of this strange, mysterious city in the north of 
Europe, so often fought over and overthrown in the course of time, carrying its 
heavy fate bravely through the centuries until our days. It has always been 
surrounded by fire and blood, it has always stood in the middle of the hot 
longing of two worlds: Europe and Russia. 

Now only the rubble and ruins bore witness to its former beauty and 
grandeur Drum fire and bombing had transformed this pearl in the north into 
one of the most ruined cities on the continent. And yet, in the individual 
alleys, amidst the shattered houses, the magic of the glorious past lives on. 
The old portal of the town church with the six skulls and the two burning 
torches still greets, and the little putti look down from the archway of the 
Fonnes House On one leg of the town hall tower the stork scowls towards the 
east, from where the brazen greetings of the red father for his "beloved" 
Estonians come again and again. 

And above all, there were still the two reminders of this brave city of 
ruins: Hermann's Fortress and its massive epigone: Ivangorod. Thus, Narva 
stood today, as it had in the past, at the focal point of the history of the North. 
Struggle and death, victory and death have always been inseparably connected 
with this city. 

Narwa, founded by the Germanic tribes, especially the Danes, in the 13th 
century as a bulwark against the approaching danger from the East, was later 
taken over by the German Order of Knights and developed into a strong 
fortress of Europe against Russia Under the order's master Hermann von 
Briiggeney-Hasenkampf, its largest tower, the long Hermann, was built. 

Opposite her, Ivangorod rises defiant and massive, as a widely visible 
testimony that Russia was never willing to give up its claims to Europe. Ivan 
I, Grand Prince of Russia, as the legend goes, prescribed for himself a Greek 
master builder, who was blinded as a reward for the achievement, unique in 
the Russian north, so that he would never again be able to erect a similar 
structure. 

Narva experienced the proud victory battle of the seventeen-year-old 
Swedish kingCharles XII over the four times superior Russian enemy and the 
heavy defeat under Peter the Great, as a result of which Narva became Russian 
just like the German Dorpat for hundreds of years 


It was not until 1918 that German soldiers again entered the ancient 
fortress city, only to leave it again in the days of November. The Bolsheviks 
then occupied the defenseless city and established their regime of terror. 
Estonian volunteers, German volunteer fighters and Finnish 
volunteerstogether with the regiments of the white general Yudenich, beat 
back the Soviets and pushed far into the Russian countryside 

Estonia's independence, which the Soviets now had to recognize, lasted 20 
years. Again the hordes of the East invaded across the Narva River and 
occupied the old Estonian and German foreland under flimsy pretexts of 
securing it. In August 1941 German soldiers again threw the enemy across the 
Narva, the eternal border of Europe against the Russian East here in the North, 
andchasedthembacktowards Leningrad 

In the course of the shortening of the front and the movement of the 
detachment, today, just as seven hundred years ago, the gate of Europe stood 
at the Narva against the flood from the steppes. Again, in the foxholes and 
trenches, in the bunkers and in the no man's land, this time in the ranks of the 
Waffen SS, men from all the Nordic countries fought together with Estonian 
volunteers for to be or not to be in the European world. Thus, even in our 
stormy days, Narwa was what it had been for centuries: key position in the 
north of Europe. Herelife of Northern Europedecided This is where the world 
divides. 

But not only we knew that, the Bolsheviks knew that too. That is why they 
tried again and again to bring this ruined city into their hands, in order to be 
able to lead the destructive push against the north of our part of the world from 
here. Bomb storms raced over the city and its bridgehead. Fire raids were 
intended to wear down the morale of the defenders. Soviet tanks tried to carry 
their advance almost to the banks of the tenacious and hard-defended river. 
But all was in vain. The men whose ancestors had once fought and wonunder 
the German Knights of the Order and before that under the Danes and Dutch, 
they kept beating back the masses of the East.Like a breakwater, the small 
bridgehead of Narva stood in the red high tideand forced the Kremlin to 
postpone its lofty plans for the distribution of the Baltic 

Estonian comrades of the 20th Division of the Waffen-SS, who werestill 
defending their closer homelandhere together with Europe, had coined a battle 
cry that became a confession along the Narwa: "From ruins grows revenge!" 

Here the Kremlin had nothing to expect. 

Dutch and Norwegians, with the Flemings and Danes, the sons of the old 
military frontier of Prince Eugene, descendants ofold pioneers and land 
seekers from all German districtsalso stoodin the fight for freedom These 
southeast Germans excelled in this landscape of northern Estonia, which was 
so foreign and unfamiliar to them. They came from the Banat and from the 
fertile soil of the Batschka, from forest-lined Transylvania and from the 


Romanian mountains, to defend their home and their land, their wives, 
mothers and children, their blood and their empire here high in the north. 
They, the peasant sons from the sun-drenched southeast, stood here at the 
Narwa for life par excellence. And they became loyal fellow fighters and best 
comrades to their comrades from the Germanic countries in the hardest days 
and weeks of the defensive struggle. 

But these battles and the sacrifices havebuilt a great bridgethe Germanic 
lands deep into the German southeast region: the bridge of common 
experience, common danger and common struggle 


The single fire of the Soviet artillery is once too short, once too long. The 
tower of the town hall, which proudly rises from the shot roof of the town hall, 
strongly reminiscent of Amsterdam and Haarlem, has not been hit until this 
hour, despite the most diligent efforts of the Bolshevists. 

"Whether they hit or not," says the old washerwoman, who is, as it were, 
caring mother for the whole company, "Narwa has died!" 

The German church has been badly hit; only its broad, massive and still 
dazzlingly white corner buttresses still bear witness to its former baroque 
beauty, created by industrious hands in the seventeenth century. In ruins lies 
the old stock exchange, where once the courage and perseverance of sailors, 
farmers and soldiers was converted into sounding profit. The bare front wall of 
the old pharmacy still stands, like a bad backdrop.Here and there you can still 
see, in strange contrast,beautiful, ancient portalson the battered, bomb- 
damaged housesDates from more than four hundredyears tell of the inner 
wealth of this ancient fortified cityon the Narva 

Swift swallows swooped past us straight as an arrow andagain They 
already came here with the late spring to the eternally embattled city, when 
Sweden's king beat the Russian superiority into ruins here. They buzzed 
around Hasenkampf's "long Hermann" in the den and the "Greek"cursed the 
cruel tsarwith dazzled eyes in front of thefortresshe had builtlvangorodThey 
saw the hammer and sickle rising and falling and they saw the German storm 
flagsfluttering and flying in the windnext to the blue-black-white banner of the 
brave Estonianpeople Nothing drove them away. Not fire, not smoke, not 
impacting bullets, not the battle cry of men down the centuries. War, sorrow 
and joy came and went. With them the swallows of Narwa. 

In the pale twilight of the bright night the dark iron crosses of the 
cemetery rose. Stars twinkled through the ceiling of the great chapel. A direct 
hit had shredded the rafters. Scatteredon the groundlay the gildedicons Slowly 
we walked through the God's Acre strewn with flowers and blossoming small 
trees. The narrow path was churned up and many a tree broken. Here 


generations of the old Hanseatic and Teutonic knights sleep. They lie side by 
side: Germans, Swedes, Danes, Dutch and Estonians. Here and there a Russian 
Tsar officer or a Pope. 

Thrushes, the Estonian sisters of our nightingale, lured hauntingly and 
mesmerizingly through the gray night. Heavy shells gurgled overhead. In the 
canopy ahead, a machine gun barked. Again it barked, this time cursedly 
close. We threw ourselves between the barrows. The shower of splinters 
whistled ineffectually. When I straightened up, my gaze remained fixed on the 
large cross. 

"Jacob Nikodemus Budde" 

Merchant and navigator at Narva, born, the 21st of May. . ." The year had 
been struck completely illegible by a shell splinter. Only the grave sloganwas 
decipherable 

"All that You can give, O Lord, You have given me: The joy and the 

sorrow, the work and the struggle. 

Oh give also to those who come after us 

of life's greatest: 

The joy, the suffering, the work and not 

last the fight." 

As we walked home after hours, we wanted to try againdecipher the year 
of birth of the strange dead manBut werelieved of our effort The Soviet 
artillery had completely smashed the iron cross. 

In the background of the town, towards Krenholm, two wooden houses 
were burninglike two huge torches in the early morning wind A small group of 
Dutch pioneers marched by, singing. In the midst of the bright birdcalls that 
were now coming in everywhere, the distant firing of our heavy gunsboomed 

No, she wasn't right, the old washerwoman. This town was not dead. 
Narva was alive. Its hidden beauty shone from the rubble and the heaps of 
debris in the old portals with the baroque putti, from the squiggled dates, from 
the idiosyncratically gripping sight of its charming landscape. 

And its life drew this old brave city from thespirit of perpetual resistance 
to the East, unconqueredcenturies 


We were very close to the enemy. The shortest distance was 35 meters. 

In the narrow strip of land plowed through by shells, which separated us 
from the Soviet zone, there was dead silence. Only rarely did a very heavy 
lump gurgle over the position. Sometimes the Hitler scythe, as the Soviets call 
our machine gun, roared to our right. Then there was again an oppressive 
silence over the halandscape A dreary rainy morning wept under a pale sky. 
water stood knee-high in the ditch and gurgled up to the edge of our rubber 
boots. 


Nevertheless, men stood here and there, peering motionlessly at the 
opposite trench. For hours, for days. Often all alone, often in pairs, one at the 
binoculars, the other resting, in order to gather all his strength at the moment 
of the attack to the deadly jet of fire. 

A pair of hard boys' eyes looked calmly and coolly, almost detachedly in 
the direction of the enemy trench. The mouth made whispering report, "No 
special incidents."Stooped, two men approachus Hurrying past each other, 
they straightened up a bit. Already a whip-like crack shattered the silence. 
Immediately we went down. Who wants to die in the dull twilight of the gray 
moming? Again it was dead silent. We went on our way. Only the men 
remained standing motionless, lurking into the day. So the snipers stood in the 
front position. 

Or we met them elsewhere. This time it was 19-year-old Rudolf and 24- 
year-old Michael. We talked with them about the Transylvanian homeland, 
about the struggle, about all kinds of things. 

Rudolf's father was a hunter, his brother is a hunter. He himself can't help 
it: when he has a rifle in his hand, his eye is already looking for the target. 
Michael again had to go hunting as a boy. Now they are both again on the 
decency. This time, however, the game shoots back. "We have to shoot little, 
but hit." Rudolf's eyes sparkle as he says this, "because otherwise we'll give 
ourselves away." 

There came a Bolshevik in the enemy trench. A quick sighting - shot! He 
fell forward. Was he hit? Did he just cover himself in a flash? Again we had to 
wait for hours. Finally a target. Again there was a crash: the man over there 
stopped, then he toppled backwards. A pencil mark on the wooden palisade 
wall. It read. "What we're thinking when we stand on the decent andcan swipe 
one again? Only one thing: He won't shoot at my comrades anymore, nor at 
me." 

Sometimes the "colleague" from the other side hadspottedour sniper 
Where does he shoot from? Once the target is identified, it's shot for shot. All 
the feints of camouflage and deception wereused From a quickly changed 
position a magazine was senselessly fired and then immediately the old 
position was visited again to lure the enemy out for a treacherous burst of fire. 
For once the position was recognized, the sniper duel was usually also 
decided. Sometimes the own comrade remained. But others took his place and 
again formed the extended arm of the foremost trench, under whose protection 
the other comradescould obtain relief P 


One evening we hadan_ experienceright here in the hard- 
foughtNarwabridgeheadshowed us in a flash the mentality of the Soviets. 


Excitedly, the Dutch and Volksdeutsche SS grenadiers peered over the 
edge of the trench into the dawning night. Bolshevikfirehad ce Now they had 
to come. The Russians' bushes and forest noses were pale. In a hurry the 
Soviets tried toan artificial smoke screen in front of their company against this 
advanced company.Nevertheless,our defensive firehit themabruptlyall 
sidesHeavy weapons laid barrage and the rest of the invaded Soviets 
werethrownbare sidearm Some dozens of Red Army soldiers had helped to 
pay Stalin's world revolution with their lives. 

A separate shock troop now went over our trench. In front, in the direction 
of Parkwald, strange lights were glowing. The men were heading for them. 
Just in front of our wire lay the first dead. Astonished, our men stopped. The 
dead in front of them were burned, charred.Over therein the gray twilight 
night, the others were burning Wasn't there another one moving there? The 
Dutchman bent over him, but he was dead. Then the SS men realized the full 
truth: when the commissars realized that they could no longer recover their 
dead - probably the most seriously injured - they doused them with gasoline or 
some other fuel and set them 

Forward comrades, the world revolution is waiting! 

When the time comes, a bottle of gasoline and burn faster, comrade, 
because Father Stalin needs not only your life, he needs above all your 
dying.... 


* 


The next morning I had to come to the brigade command post. At the 
newly established Galician SS Division, the 14th, Unterfiihrer and Fiihrer 
were urgently needed. Someone probably rememberedmy attitude toward the 
Eastern peoplesIn a nutshell, my transferthe 14th Division was there, I was to 
take over a platoon immediately, and the division went into battle in Galicia 

The only pleasant thing for me was, I could go via Vienna and would see 
my wife again. 

The farewell to the Dutch was warm and humid. 


Chapter 10 


Fight in Galicia 


Arriving in Vienna, I was surprised how little even my closest family 
members had any idea of the true situation in the East. Again and again I 
heard: our new weapons, our new weapons! My timid objections that we were 
in desperate need of such weapons, but had never seen them anywhere, were 
swept away with a disbelieving wave of the hand. I would have clashed with 
my father-in-law, a well-behaved provincial rifle captain, to within an inch of 
my life. All of them knew the situation better than I and my comrades, who 
unfortunately represented the Eastern Front. My tales of injustice and political 
harebrained deeds were met with outright disbelief. Bitterly I kept silent. 


Somehow I breathed a sigh of relief again, as so often before, when the 
wheels rolled eastward. In Krakow first reached me the great rumor, with Lviv 
it stands lazily Now I was about to disbelieve it. After all, Lviv was to become 
the great strategic and spiritual defense base of Galicia and the 14th Galician 
SS Division. Despite my efforts, I could not find out anything precise. I 
quickened my pace and was on the move again a few hours laterOne stop 
before Przemysl, the old, historic fortress town of the Habsburg monarchythe 
train suddenly stoppedA major, a crowd of field gendarmesappeared, all in 
steel helmets and with submachine guns strapped to; it was a warlike, almost 
too warlike picture 

"Battle groups are being formed on the spot. It is necessary to seal off a 
temporary breakthrough!" 

The soldiers looked at each other meaningfully. So something was going 
on with Lemberg after all.I was sorry and identified myself with marching 
orders and a special pass. The major was also sorry. could notbe made In vain I 
pointed out that I wanted to go to the front and not to the rear. It did me no 
good. The Major was on every 


Landser wild as the devil on the poor soul. We were herded togetherin bare 
and unfriendlyrooms Hours and hours we bogged down and slept away 


without anything happening. I was boiling with rage. Towards evening we 
were loaded again and finally left for Przemysl. I took it upon myself to bunk. 
But then I thought that in the end I would not get any further on my own, 
because at that time one could never know what was pomposity and bragging 
or hard necessity. In Przemysl we were taken to a large barracks and lay down 
once on the flat ground. In the middle of the night a wild air raid alarm.leave 
the barracks building andseekcover trenchesSomewhere the tracer scars of a 
lone batterywere splashing A few tired Soviet Russians crawled across the sky. 
Somewhere small bombs were falling. Everything smelled horribly of stage. 
The Landser and subaltern officers were cursing murderously. We went back 
to our rooms before the whole theater was over. 

The next morning brought no news. We hadgrownat least three thousand 
men If there was a need for men, why weren't we assigned and taken to the 
front? For the rest, we did not hear a shot. A breakthrough without artillery 
was at least new to me. Finally, companies and platoons began to be formed. I 
was assigned as platoon leader. noticed that I was the only Waffen SS member 
in the whole barracks area. 

Then nothing happened again. We squatted and stood around in the yard 
between the houses and barracks and were terribly bored. Wild marching 
music was playing continuously on the radio. All of a sudden I froze. There 
was an icy silence in the whole barracks. 

Again it sounded quite clearly from the loudspeakers: "...great crime 
averted... the attack failed... the Fuhrer unharmed... the criminal revolt put 
down..." 

A wild tumult broke out. The officers alone were silenced. A sharp 
accusation and harsh accusations against the officers who had instigated the 
conspiracy were raised. I did not say a word. This news had shaken me too 
much. All at once I realized that an empty space had sprung up around me. I 
stood alone. And I knew that people were distancing themselves from the 
uniform I was wearing. It was like a vision and lasted maybe two or three 
minutes. Then they talked at me from all sides, eagerly and hastily, as if to blur 
the impression. But it was indelibly etched in my memory. 

Again and again the marching music repeated itself. Then Gébbels spoke. 
An hour later, through the barbed wire of the barracks, which we were not 
even allowed to leave for a walk,I saw a well-known Hauptsturmfiihrer 
whizzing by in a car.I yelledoutall my despair, he heard and recognized me, 
stopped and immediately went tothe majorIn ten minutes I was released from 
the strange "combat enterprise"The Hauptsturmfthrer invited meto lunch and 
promised to get me a ride to LembergFor the first time I heard that the young 
Galician division was already encircled and thatwas fierce fighting onthe 
outskirts of the West Ukrainian capital 2 


At noon I experienced a big surprise. Apart from me, a Russian general 
was invited, a close associate of Vlasov. We talkedvery animatedly with the 
help of his young wife, who spoke fluent German He, too, was completely 
resigned with regard to the mistakes that had been made. "These mistakes 
happened and are happening," he said quietly, "because, in spite of all the great 
articles and declarations, you are not at all aware of the deadly situation in 
which you and with you Europe find yourselves. Bolshevism is something 
consistent, total. But you only talk about it and experiment between will and 
indifference. Vlasov, when he was already destined to become a fellow fighter 
against Bolshevism, was wearing torn trousers. When heaskedthe sergeantthe 
camp, to give him a new pair of trousers, he first snapped at him, but then he 
handed them over I do not forget this story when I think of you and your 
Eastern policy. In the winter of 1941, three million Russian prisoners of war 
starved to death.I don't know, was that a diabolical extermination plan against 
us "Untermenschen" or a failure of the administration or in the end just one of 
your famous indifferences, which are almost RussianEither you wanted - why 
then did you not save the many anti-communistsand liquidate in a planned way 
the carriers of Bolshevism - so Bolshevism would have done it in your place - 
why then did you not shoot them all in a planned way, poison them or 
otherwise put them around the corner? Thus you have lost millions of innocent 
people, probably many hundreds of thousands of defectors on your conscience 
and the sympathy of the whole Ukraine. The communist headquarters, 
however, are working and have remained almost unmolested. Or let's assume 
that it happened because of failure. This is also possible. Where are the 
culprits? Where are their gallows?That might haveraised the spirits once again 
But no, the incompetent idiots were kept, the most valuable political capital in 
the East was sacrificed to these scoundrels.you know what Bolshevismwould 
havedonein your place?It would have starved all these millions just as much, 
perhaps twice as much, and then it would haveconvictedits own appointeesin a 
show trial of deliberate enemy sabotage and solemnly executed But you never 
learn that. And that is why everything is on a knife's edge!" 

I was silent for a while. The captain was embarrassed, because he could 
not bring up anything serious either. Finally I asked, "Why, General, are you 
going the hard way with us then?" 

He looked at me melancholy with his big, dark eyes. "Because I know 
Bolshevism. That terrible organization of madness and crime, to which my 
poor, unhappy people are at the mercybecause once our fathers made the same 
mistake as you do todayEvery Russian is faced by the difficult decision of red 
or brown Bolshevism - Nagan or Zero Eight -because of your Ostpolitikand if 
agony and misery and death, then many Russians, despite their abhorrence of 
the Kremlin, choose the Bolsheviks, because they can at least talk to them in 
their mother tongue But we, who chose Germany, we did not do so because we 


love you. We did it because we know that in the country there is no hope for a 
struggle for freedom. We will be content with the rest that you will leave us, 
or, after defeating the red plague, we will fight with you for Russian freedom. 
However, if God decides against you Germans in this battle, we Russian 
patriots will not give up the fight. After all, we are not fighting for Germany, 


but for Russia." 
* 


The conversation moved me more than I let on. Late in the afternoon, the 
Hauptsturmfthrer handed me a medical vehiclewith the order to deliver it to 
the division So I left with my two drivers, who did not understand a word of 
German, in the direction of Lemberg, which I reached during the night. 
Medium Soviet artillery pounded the streets and alleys. Small groups of 
Martini bombers streaked high in the night sky. Far and wide there was not a 
soul to be seen. Neither civilians nor German soldiers. It was a dead city 
through which we drove carefully and slowly. Finally,in our dimmed 
headlights, I spotted two unguarded German vehicles in front of a large house I 
let them stop and unlocked the front gate. From an apartment on the mezzanine 
floor sounded cheerful carousing and loud, raucous singing. When I entered 
the apartment, I was greeted jubilantly - a well-known Untersturmfthrer, a 
Hauptscharfihrer, and three Ukrainian men had come together for a nice 
hustle They too, like me, were looking for the division and, tired of searching, 
had finally made themselves comfortable here in an abandoned German 
officer's apartment. We also settled down at the large table. After an hour I 
tried toaskheavily drunklieutenant about the situation. He had no idea, he 
himself had come from the same direction only a few hours ago. Slowly 
becoming uncomfortable with the whole story, I got up and went out into the 
hallway. Behind me, another apartment door quietly closed Upstairs, on the 
next floor, I clearly heard soft footsteps. There was still nothing to be seen on 
the street. Far away, a few buildings were burning, the sky was turning dark 
red. A few streets away the shells of a Stalin organ were hitting. Nearby, a few 
bursts of fire from a heavy machine gun rattled. 

I stepped back into the apartment and tried to persuade the lieutenant to 
join our fighting shock units somewhere. But he did not want to hear anything 
about it now in the night.Shaking my headI again left the now already 
completely drunk In the pitch dark hallway, another apartment door opened. I 
stopped and drew my pistol. "Where are you going?" asked in a whisper a soft 
female voice in the harsh German language common among Ukrainians, 
"outside lurks death, the death that none of us will escape. But today, today we 
are still alive - ", a hot, as if feverish hand slipped under my arm. "Come with 
me, German - ", I hesitantly followed the pressure and let myself bepulled 
intoan apartmentalso completely dark Inside I wanted to light a match, but the 


strange woman extinguished the flaring light. "Why do you want to see?" 
asked the stranger and led my uncertain hand to her firm breasts, "I am young 
and yet doomed to die - " 

"Then why don't you run?" I asked hoarsely. 

"My old mother is very ill," she said quietly, "she would die if I left her - 
so we die together - it's better that way - " 

"What are you always talking about dying?" I started up, trying to shake 
off the paralyzing mood that was creeping over me. "You are a native and 
those who come are your compatriots - " 

The young woman laughed softly.I loved a German, very much, and then 
they shot both his legs, he went far away, somewhere to Germany, where he 
has a wife and two small children - I will never see him againI loved a 
German- women and girls areshotthe NK VD for less.Come, stay with me, it's 
my last night, you can be quiet," she talked to me eagerly, "I'm not sick, I'm 
not one of those - I was a medical student when the war came upon usand he, 
he was a doctor in the hospitalStay with me, because you are a Germanl will 
then think, he says goodbye to me through you and everything will be fine and 
dandy - " 

As I slowly cradled her in my arms, I felt her tears streaming incessantly 
down her face. Much later, it was towards morning, I got up staggering and 
rushed wordlessly into the hallway. Over in the apartment I gathered up the 
lieutenant and, since he did not come to, had him carried into the Sanka. For 
this alone was still standing on the road, the other two vehicles had 
disappeared. A patrolnow coming along the road informed me of the situation 
My division was in combat south of Lemberg. The rest of the men boarded the 
vehicle. We took course toward the south.the city, where the first street 
fighting was now flaring upwe lost our way and got too far eastWe stopped in 
a workers’ suburb with small settlement housesFar and wide there was no 
German soldier to be seen Only civilians stood gloomily and shuttered in front 
of the little houses. I asked for the direction. For a moment the people 
stumbled, then one of them eagerly pointed with his hand in a certain direction 
I saw from the compass that this led further east. I asked him if that was right. 
He answered in the affirmative. The others also agreed with him. Only a very 
young girl, perhaps fourteen years old, looked at me fixedly and shook her 
head very quietly. Hesitantly, I drove in the opposite direction and a few 
minutes later encountered a German flak position, which admitted me. Again 
in the direction of Przemysl. On the way I loaded some more wounded. 


In Przemysl I received bad news: the division was to be locked up. I 
received a letter to the general and a sidecar bike. And the order: to reach the 


division under all circumstances. My driver, a Ukrainian who again didn't 
understand a word of Germanand I sped off in the late afternoon hoursmiddle 
ofGalician countryside 

It was a radiant evening. The sky was a deep blue, arching over the shining 
gold of the fields. It was as if the whole country, in defiance of the threatening 
cannon thunder that rolled on and on from the east to the west, had flown the 
Ukrainian colors of freedom: blue-gold.... Only from the steep mountain slopes 
of the nearby Beskids and the endless forests of the distant Carpathians rose 
the first veils of night. Next to us, in front of us and behind us, wagons rolled 
creaking and groaning, children cried and cattle roared muffled in unfulfilled 
longing for a rest and a lost stable. Dust-encrusted, motionless, people squatted 
among the meager remnants of their belongings and stared straight ahead. To 
the west. Always to the west. There, the old Galician farmer clung to his new 
plow, guarding it like a precious treasure. The Lemkos in their tight-fitting 
white pants stood in front of their huts and watched with wide eyes this trek of 
misery and despair. Now they slowly nodded to the last peasant. What would 
Galicia be without the plow? There again, a young woman from Podolia 
convulsively held a yellowed picture of the Madonnaunder her arm Her two 
children had been killed by red fliers the day before. Men in black uniforms, 
the blue-yellow cockade on their caps, protected the columns, Ukrainian 
policemen. Uniformly in the distance roared the rolling battle. The wagons 
rumbled steadily. Once up, once down. But always on, always on. 


So evenly almost, once up, once down, is the fate of this land between the 
fertile plain of the black earth at the Sbrutsch and the dark fir forests of the 
Carpathians and the sunny heights of the Beskids. Always a pawn in the hands 
of others, but always ready to carry life by its own strength. And always 
thrown back intothe chaos of fire, robbery and murderSince the legendary 
Daniel Romaovichwas crownedking of the Galicianand Iodom peoplethe castle 
of Halytschsince then the eternal struggle for the rights of life of this fertile 
land has surged through the centuries 

The German victory in 1939 brought the beginning of a new era of 
reconstruction for Galicia.However, the parts of the countryhad fallen under 
the Sovietsdue to the demarcation lineat the San River experienced a new 
horrible pacification, arrests, deportations and murders It was not until 1941 
that even this agony passed and was almost forgotten in the frenzy of 
jubilation. Despite the many mistakes that unfortunately also happened here, 
although not to the same extent as further east. Galicia had become a new 
gateway of Europe, through which the golden flood of ripe fertilitypouring in 
and which was to receive its place in the sun Now death has risen again from 
the East and like a wild beast has attacked the peaceful farms, villages and 


towns of Galicia. 

Again the blue sky is darkened by the smoke and fumes of burningsettlements 
And again died the Ukrainians of Gabzia, whose only fault on earth is to be 
placed by fate as a living border divide of blood and earth between the East 
and the West. 

The Galicians desperately tried to fight back shoulder to shoulder with the 
German soldier. The whole country was mustered.While the mothers and 
children, women and old menwere cartingendless columns of wagonstowards 
the west, the men and boys took up spades and rifles The road to peace and 
happiness had become long again for Galicia. Meanwhile, in the Beskids and 
Carpathians, in the Balkans, up in Latvia and on the Narva River, the iron dice 


of history were rolling. : 


At a crossroads outside Grossno stood a tall, stocky colonel, a Knight's 
Cross bearer. Around him were a few young lieutenants and sergeants.All of 
them had hand grenades in their belts and their submachine guns ready to fire. 
Hell, I thought, is the Ivan here already? 

A lieutenant checked my papers. "I can't let you through!" 

The colonel turned to me. I reported briefly. "You can go right ahead," he 
decided, "just wait a moment Join us in a moment!" 

Astonished, I followed his order. An artillery section roared up. Tubes, 
salutes, ammunition column, everything in perfect order. The colonel stopped 
the division. "Where to?" 

A chubby lieutenant colonel turned to him slightly. "We're collecting in 
Krakow, comrade!" 

The colonel did not make a face. "You will sit here! My orderly 
officerswill brief you!" 

"A mistake, comrade," smiled the lieutenant colonel, "We are going to 
Krakow!" 

The submachine guns flew high. The colonel struck directly at the 
lieutenant colonel. "Get into position here! Order of the army group! If you 
make any attempt to continue, I will arrest you as a deserter!" 

The lieutenant colonel turned as pale as the wall. Silently, he followed the 
young lieutenant, who directed him to his positions. 

We had already been standing for four hours. Column after column was 
forced to dismount. Most were glad to be back under a command that knew 
what it wanted andhad not lost its head Few mutinied. And yet they all obeyed. 
Even months later, I heard in the Wehrmacht report that the front was in the 
Grossno area, inflicting the heaviest losses on the enemy. All this was the act 
of one man, who had courage in his bones and was not only a uniform wearer, 
but a soldier from the top of his head to the bottom of his feet. 


In the middle of the night I drove on. Slowly, the columns dried up, and 
the refugee trains broke off. But we drove and drove. Towards morning, it was 
already dawn, we overtook a cavalry detachment driving westward. The horses 
plodded wearily and slowly along the road. Nearby a light battery was firing. 
Now we had to be at the HKL soon. Suddenly I flinched, the officer in front of 
me had shouted "Stoj!" very clearly. Was that meant for us?My Ukrainian 
turnedengine as much as he could We were in the middle of the Soviets. The 
horsemen had also been Russians. Neither we had recognized them nor they us 
in the darkness. Quick-witted, my driver jerked the machine onto a side road. 
On the parallel road, not two hundred meters further on, another red Cossack 
squadron trotted up. The machine stopped. I started to shout at the Ukrainian: 
"Dawai! Dawai!" He shrugged, "The machine is broken!" My heart stopped. 
Immediately I tore my cap with the skull off my head and flipped the SS 
murrors. The driver was calmly fingering the machine. He awkwardly took out 
the spark plugs, slowly and deliberately blew the fouled plugs clean I unlocked 
the MP and screwed on the first egg hand grenades. Desperately I gathered all 
my Marushka Russian and tried to ask him, "Shto takoy? What's wrong?" He 
shrugged again and kept fingering. Then he turned in the plugs again and 
stepped on the starter. The machine started. The Ukrainian was beaming all 
over. We roared on. Deeper into the enemy. It was getting light and 
accordingly uncomfortable. Although we drove only over forest and meadow 
paths, everywhere it swarmed now from Russian infantry. 

Meanwhile, far away in the area of Rutky and Brody, a drama of immense 
proportions had been brewing. Ukrainians, fresh from the military training 
area, who for the time beingshould haveonly to maintainpeace and order 
behind the front and to fight gangsbrought forward to the first line The first 
thing they encountered at the front in the war was retreating, fleeing German 
soldiers. German soldiers on whom they had staked their entire future, their 
lives and their homeland. The effect was more than demoralizing.In addition, 
the Western Ukrainians, the Galicians are not of the Russian hardness, they 
tend in their thinking and feeling more to the West than to the East The 
attachment to the old Austrian monarchy had contributed significantly to this. 
The Soviets attacked in a concentrated manner.The army leadership under 
General Lindemannand probably our division leadership, which was held by a 
peaceful police generallost their heads in equal measureThe 
Bolsheviksquicklysucceeded inencircling the entire army corps with relatively 
weak forces 

The Ukrainian officers had little or no help in their German comrades. 
This, too, was easily explained to every soldier. Whenever a new division was 
formed, the old divisions had to provide a certain number of officers for the 


regular personnel of the new ones. None of the commanders, of course, gave 
away their best officers. Those were seconded who either were not in good 
standing with their commanding officer or were known to be not very good 
officers, in short, those who could easily be dispensed with if they did not want 
to get rid of them. 

Thus, it was precisely these new, alien-ethnic SS divisions that received 
almost uniformly poor leader material. Exceptions only confirm the rule. It 
was the same here. To this end, the general had just flown to the corps general 
for a discussion. The division was led by a young and very brave officer, but 
he could not make up for the mistakes he had made. 

Soon the bad word ran through the ranks: Save yourself who can! 

Ukrainian officers, as well as Ukrainian volunteers, took up pistols and 
rifles, not to defend themselvesthe last drop of blood, but to shoot themselves 

Only a few determined young officers resorted to self-help after the failure 
of the leadership and broke through with smaller groups. And they got through. 
What would have become of the cauldron if the leadership had held its nerve? 

Out of almost a hundred thousand men of the 13th Army Corps, not even 
ten thousandgotdeadly embrace The Ukrainian division had suffered the 
heaviest losses. 

Up in the Carpathians, however, the Banderovtsi stood and recruited for 
their freemen. They disarmed the fleeing German soldiers without harming 
them, thus arming their volunteers against the Bolsheviks. 

With a squad of Ukrainians I also reached the Carpathian rim, 
fleeing.Suddenly, a squad of heavily armed semi-civilians, riflesreadystood 
infront of us 

"Where?" 

"To Ungvar!" 

"Give up your weapons! We are Banderas!" 

My Ukrainians answered that they too were fighting against the 
Bolsheviks. The leader stumbled when he saw that he had compatriots in front 
of him. He eagerly talked to the Ukrainian SS men. But they shook their heads. 
Finally, the people let us go on scot-free. In Zseredny I met the division's 
reception center and was able to report to the division commander. The 
atmosphere was very good. Above all,all the German officersscoldingGalician 
volunteers Probably because they had not done what they themselves should 
have done. Finally, the division officer was awarded the Knight's Cross by the 
Reichsfiihrer for his attitude. Those who knew about the things laughed. There 
was nothing more one could do about it. 

Thank God, since the debris of the divisionarrivedmilitary training areafor 


redeployment,laway. 
* 


The ominous 23rd of August 1944 hit me in the Carpathians. Romania was 
lost That was all I could glean from the, for the time being, rather confused 
radio reports. The Romanian Army was in a state of full disintegration, the 
Romanian Border Guard Regiment 3 had the sad honor of being the first to 
defect to the Bolsheviks. Immense masses of the Romanian 4th Army under 
the ingloriousGeneral Rakovita rolled back from the positions, only away from 
this war, home, homeThe Germans were betrayedand abandoned. Often still on 
hopeless posts, they fought their last battle. 

A few days earlier, against all better judgmentthe German envoy 
hadreported to Hitler that all news from the Wehrmachtand the German secret 
services about a Romanian conspiracy was made up out of thin air 

Shortly thereafter, he shot himself in the locked German 
embassyBucharest 

For the Romanian soldiers, however, there is no peace. They have to 
march on. This time again towards the east. But disarmed, in an army of the 
hopeless. One and a half million Romanians go to the East as labor slaves of 
Bolshevism. Countless officers are arrested and shot. The communist hunt 
begins. Anna Pauker is in the background of the capitulating Romanian 
conspiracy 

But in the Romanian division "Trudor Vladimirescu", the Romanians, 
hungry for peace, have to fall and die as cattle for slaughter against the 
desperate German divisions. Macici, Moscow's servile governor, delivered his 
countrymen for the Bolshevik slaughter. 

In Dobruja and Wallachia, the resistance against the Soviets is over as a 
result of the Romanian surrender. With two fast corps the Soviets advance 
against Bulgaria, against Bulgaria with which the Soviet Union was not in a 
state of war at all. 

After a specious declaration of war, the invasion begins. A renegade 
general and the Red Prime Minister Georgieff form a short Kerenskiade. 

The first victim is the army. Officers are shot on the spot as "fascists" or 
take their own lives. 

Now the battle for the Puszta had to begin. 


At that time, the war was already decided. No one could save us anymore. 
Only a miracle. The great German miracle that millions fervently hoped for 
and longed for. The belief in it was artificially nourished in the masses by 
mysterious hints and clues. 

"He'll do it, if he wanted to, the world would end. But he's still waiting. 
Watch out, our great hour is coming!" Again and again I was told this by 
comrades and superiors andassured in moving words My objections were 
simply laughed at. 


People believed in the miracle because they did not want to endure a 
collapse. People took refuge in the unreal because the real was looming 
devastatingly clear in the military sky. I often felt as if I were in a world of 
fools and heroes. the face of the most hopeless situations, in the belief in the 
coming miracle, deeds were accomplishedthe history of war of all times is 
hardly capable of showing 

This flood of faith in the miracle, in the miracle weapons and in the 
coming miracle event, was in part so strong and stirring that even we critical 
and real people were seized by it and immersed ourselves in hopes as if in an 
opium rush, which, however, evaporated in the contemplation and examination 
of the healthy five senses and only had to give way to an all the greater 
catcalling mood. Nevertheless, I envied the masses their faith. 

To walk toward doom with one's eyes open threw one into such an abyss 
of deepest despair that everything else was easier to bear. " 

By June 21, 1941, Hitler had broken through the Soviet defenses of 155 
divisions with 121 German divisions, and 3,000 German tanks had virtually 
destroyed the Red Army's tank armor. Hitler's war plan was audacious and 
bordered on the most adventurous gamble.But it was the boldness of his plan 
and the novelty of his tacticscombined withlegendary bravery of the Eastern 
Front soldiers, that had won this game in the early rounds 

Stalin's generals werepoor uniformed menHitler's strategythat time and not 
a single one of them was able to offer resistance This is the only explanation 
for the fact that despite the stubborn and death-defying attitude of the Red 
Army soldiers, Panzer General Kleist with 600 tanks was able to attack the 
almost 2,500 tanks of the Red Marshal Budjonny and beat the hell out of them. 

At this moment of the most brilliant German victories, at the height of the 
triumph of his revolutionary warfare, Hitler committed the two dramatic 
mistakes of his war: Against the advice of his tank genius General Guderian, 
who immediately and quickly advised a rapid advance to Moscow and into the 
heart of Bolshevik Russia, he followed the advice of the old generals who, 
weighed down by the vastness of Russian space, imagined before them the 
Napoleonic fate and wanted to encircle, encircle and destroy the enemy right at 
the beginning in order to have their backs free. 

In this way, however, they proved that they had no idea of the possibilities 
of revolutionary warfare with partisans and gang fights, with mobilization of 
the last forces of a people, and that above all theyno idea ofHitler's principled 
attitude againstconcept of the "nation Hitler tried to replace the concept of 
"nation" by the concept of "race" long ago. Since the Slavic, Kalmyk and Tatar 
peoples of the Soviet Union could not be integrated into the Hitlerian 
conceptual world with the best will in the world, the war against Bolshevism 
had tobecomea war against these Russian tribesThis was the basis of the 
serious, crushing errors of leadershipagainst the Russian peoples: 


extermination actions, deportations, suppressions were only a natural 
consequence of these theories of the Nordic race With this, however, the 
second, for Germany and Europe devastating mistake happened: the enabling 
of the renaissance of Bolshevism on a national all-Slavic basis. What followed 
now was only the thereby conditioned course of a historical-political event. 

Time, most precious time was lost. Autumn arrived without Moscow 
having been reached. At Vyazma we were defeated to death - the roads were 
blocked by rain and snow - we had given the enemy time to bring in his Asiatic 
reserves.At the same timea result ofGerman attitude against the 
"Untermenschen", the first turnaround in Russian popular sentimentbegan 
toappear 

Much has been written and will be written and even more will be said 
about how it would have turned out if Hitler's armiesrolled across the swampy, 
boggy and snow-covered steppesnot on wheels but on cross-country caterpillar 
tracks- perhaps this would have contributed significantly to the expected great 
successes that are already within our grasp. But whether it would have decided 
our fate, we do not know. For that the population-politicalmistakewasalready 
too big 

fate gave us a decisive hour in the East - again it was the tank weapon 
under Kleist, which, when wereachedWestern Caucasusand stood in front of 
Tuapse and Ordzhonikidze, almost turned the military wheel At that time it 
was not the weather and not the caterpillar tracks that forced us to hold - the 
war was already beginning to get old. Supplies were no longer coming in - and 
Stalingrad, the Fuehrer's obsession that our fate should fall there, was drawing 
forces away from the Caucasian front, where Stalin's hour of military death 
had almost come. 

In the end, however, fate proved Hitler right: Stalingrad became a 
decision, albeit in a different way than Hitler and every one of his officers and 
soldiers had dreamed of. 

The two decisive military opportunities, and the great political opportunity 
were squandered, wasted - may a greater than we know why and why not 

We did not know. Many of us did not even suspect it. And those who 
secretly knew or felt it - marched, fought and many died because another way 
did not open up before us. 

I myself experienced what came next almost as if in a dream. A wild and 
terrible dream, however, from which there was no awakening. 

Chapter 11 


Battle for Budapest 


Shortly thereafter, I was finally promoted to Untersturmfihrer and 


detached to Budapest on a special assignment. 

Here the situation had slowly become’ untenable. The 
ReichsverweserAdmiral Horthy, had realized that the Hitlerian calculation 
could not work and was ready to jump out of the losing deal to save his and his 
country's skin While he began to play cautiously with the English, wanting 
above all to achieve a hedge against the Soviet Russians, the enfant terrible of 
the Horthy family, Micki, as the younger son Miklas was called, had in his turn 
tried to play at very big politics. 

Among the Hungarians he didnot have a very good reputation forhis wild 
orgies and debauchery His carousals on Margaret Island were as proverbial 
throughout Budapest as his relationship with the young Goldberger, the 
daughter of the filthy rich Hungarian textile magnate Goldberger, who was 
known all over the world. 

Yes, evil tongues even claimed that since his big motorcycle accident, in 
which he severely damaged himself, he was not quite right in the head. But 
that was perhaps an exaggeration. In any case, Horthy's father hadto sendthis 
troubled offspringto Brazil in "diplomatic" service long before the war, in 
order to let some water trickle down the Danube and the Micki pranks 
againThis Micki-Horthy, who had returned from South America in 1942, 
nowrelationswithTito'sliaison officersand, although he had no permission to do 
so from either the Hungarian people or the Hungarian government, negotiated 
the possibilities of Hungary leaving the war And as it happens, the German 
Abwehrdienst found out about it. The countermove was based on this. On the 
part offirst preparationsweremadeby the then envoy, Dr. Vesemayr, and by the 
higher SS and police leader for Hungary, Obergruppenfihrer Winkelmann 
Negotiations with the Hungarian opposition of the Arrow Crossers were started 
and deepened. Szalasi wastaken into protective custodyCrosses began 
preparations for their seizure of power, which took place ghostly, in the glow 
of burning villages in Hungary and accompanied by the screams of women 
raped by the Soviet RussiansHowever, at the last moment, the seizure of power 
by Ferencz Szalasi would have become illusory by an almost idiotic 
accidentThe Germans produced the propaganda material for the Arrow Cross 
government in a large printing house in Vienna, sincedanger of betrayal would 
have been too greata Budapestprinting houseA detachment of the Viennese 
police had to transport the leaflets from Vienna to Budapest in a convoy of 
trucks 

In the middle of Budapest, a package of leaflets fell on the street and 
opened. Of all things, this package contained Szalasi's government 
proclamation and his appeal to the Hungarian nation. 

But almost eight days before the historical sequence of events. A 
policeman found this package of leaflets and brought it to the Hungarian State 
Police.fate would have it, this very police officer was an Arrow Crosser who 


clairvoyantly recognized the impending danger 
anddeliveredseizedproclamations to the German SD instead offilinga report 

spite of desperate German resistance, Bolshevism had meanwhilestormed 
over the Carpathians and advanced into the Puszta In Hungary, however, the 
nervous tension grew to an unbearable level. Soon people began to whisper all 
over Budapest: the castle is preparing to fall away from the Germans. The 
mood among the people was divided. The majority did not want to know 
anything more about the war, but even less about Bolshevism. Hungarians 
hesitated between feelings and decisions, wasting time to act. 

The German leadership, however, was playingexcellent game with Micki- 
Horthy They sent him, in the persons of two SS leaders who knew the 
language, alleged new Tito generals for new negotiations. And Micki promptly 
fell for it in the hope that Tito would have expressed himself favorably to his 
proposals. 

In the course of the parley, which took place in a palace on Petéfiter, one 
of the two fake Tito generals gave the arranged signalGerman troops in 
uniform and civilian clothes stormed the buildingpoor Micki,had becomea 
victim of his intrigue and boundlessnaivety, in order to get him across the 
imperial border as quickly as possible 

Now the German leadership hoped to have the big trump card in hand 
against the old admiral, who after the death of his favorite son Stephan on the 
Eastern Front was naturally all the more attached to his problem child Micki 

But one had miscalculated. stubbornnessan old man, on October 15, 
19440ld manthe famous declaration that he wanted to make peace and called 
on the Honved troops to lay down their arms Now the hour of decision was at 
hand. German troops under the command of the Duce liberator Skorzeny 
stormed the castle at dawn on October 16, 1944, without significantlosses on 
either side German troops occupied the radio and transport facilities in a flash. 
A few hours after Horthy spoke his fateful words, millions of leaflets dropped 
over Hungarian towns and villages. The new Hungarian government of 
Ferencz Szalasi called on the Magyars to fight to the last against the hated 
"Orosz", the Russians, and to do everything to defend the homeland. 

A few hours after he had called to betray the GermansHorthy went with 
his wife and the Prime Minister General Lakatos, "voluntarily under German 
protection" For this purpose, Lakatos had still adorned himself with the 
Knight's Cross, which Hitler had awarded him as commanding general on the 
Don. 

The whole thing strongly resembled a puszta operetta. 

But what happened at the front was no operetta. The fighting morale of the 
Hungarian Honvedt troops, which was not very high anyway, was broken by 
Horthy's call to arms. commander-in-chiefthe Hungarian Honved Troops on 
the Carpathian Front, Colonel GeneralMiclos Bela, was one of the first to 


desert to the Bolsheviks with his mistress and the army treasury in six 
passenger cars 

Neither the Knight's Cross that Hitler had tied around his neck nor the 
nameless suffering thathad befallenHungarian people and especially the 
Hungarian women inSoviet-occupied territoriesprevented him 

What happened on the streets of the cities was also anything less than an 
operetta. The Arrow Crossers, suppressed for years by the Horthy regime and 
then so bitterly disappointed by the Germans, had finally gained the upper 
hand. They were determined to exploit power thoroughlyIn addition, the 
overthrow was alreadytaking placein the shadow of a giganticcollapse, and 
was therefore more hectic, hysterical and wildthan it would otherwise certainly 
have 

One of my tasks was to storm the Budapest radio station in Féherczeg- 
Sandor utza with my company, which was accomplished without a single 
casualty. The supporters of the old regime had fled Instead, 
however,Szalassistsweretherean instantnow naturally pressed forward 
everywhere 

I was hardly sitting in the chair when my subordinates already reported 
that Hungarians of rather suspicious appearancespeaking in front of the 
microphones I had this stopped. Now, one after the other, the people who all 
wanted to speak came forward.And I understood just enough Hungarian toable 
togreetor thank themcould notget inwith my supervisor A young man from 
Budapest wanted to call for the murder of all Budapest Jews that very night, a 
Budapest Night of the Long Knives. 

I was faced with a rather difficult decision. Actually, these were all 
Hungarian matters, and what was the business of my little lieutenant? But then 
I neverthelessdefendedmyself vigorously and had all microphones manned 
andonly the official news and government messages transmitted bymy ethnic 
Germans 

Later, because of my attitude, one complained bitterly and quite officially 
to Obergruppenfiihrer Winkelmann as the highest SS leader in Hungary But I 
could bear the official disfavor. The bloodbath would not have come over 
Hungary, but on top of everything else over the heads of Germany. No devil 
would have believed us that we had nothing, but nothing at all to do with it. 

When I finally reached Winkelmann and Vesemayr hours later, they fully 
confirmed my position. Unpleasantly, I had even refused to let the new 
Minister of War, General Berger-Beregfly, take the microphone. But I figured, 
better safe than sorry. 

+ 


Anyway, I was heartily glad how I got away from the radio store again. 
The Hungarians now began to quarrel among themselves.German leadership 


tried in vain tobring togethera unified cabinet of all right-wingcircles Szalasi 
referred to the Fithrer's attitude at Hindenburg - all or nothing - so that he 
finally had to swallow only a few, e.g. Count Paff Fidel as Minister of 
Agriculture and the well-known journalist Ferencz Rajniss as Minister of 
Culture, but otherwise filled all important departments with his people. 

Great discontent aroseamong the various groups that had played with the 
Germansvicious of these was probably the "KABSZ", the Eastern Front 
Fighters' Association of Hungary, led by the former Honvedo lieutenant and 
Budapest lawyer Dr. Karl NeylIt comprised tens of thousands of anti- 
Communist Hungarian soldiers and officers who, in the Eastern campaign, had 
again encountered the Bolshevism they had known so ill-fatedly under Bela 
Kun. They were men who were ready with all their might to prevent their 
Hungarian homeland from becoming a similar "paradise of workers and 
peasants". 

Since Ney and his friends were close to former Prime Minister Imredy, 
who was dropped because of his unclear parentage, they were unacceptable to 
Szalasi. 

In vain he tried to make himself available to his homeland. The Germans 
had decided to play the other card and left him on the left. Szalasi, however, 
showed no interest in breeding a competitor in only one field. Somost valuable 
Hungarian forcesremainedcompletely unused 

Nevertheless, the whole thing was the last great success. Once again we 
had been faster. Once again harder. We had prevented Horthy from waiting for 
the agreed release date from Moscow, as his trusted man Faragho had set there, 
andforced him to act prematurely, and therefore futilely We had once again 
imposed the law of action on fate. In the settingday once more a bright evening 
red had illuminated the sky and had shone around our fateWhat came 
afterwards was only the introduction to the tragic final picture Just in these 
Budapest days I also got the first glimpse of an action of men on our side, who 
in the last hour made an attempt to find a solution of this seemingly hopeless 
situation. 

I had been ordered to the head of German intelligence in Hungary and the 
other states of Southeastern Europeinformation about the political situation in 
our areaTo my surprise, I recognized in the man, who was already one of the 
best-known German intelligence officers at that time, an old regimental 
comradefrom our regimentOnly in this way could I explain to myself that in 
the course of our conversation hebecamesuch a startling franknessHe stated to 
me that the war had not onlybecome, but also a draw, an unattainablegoal And 
yet, he said, even this gigantic struggle was only a prelude to that decisive 
confrontation between East and West that was yet to come. "And they don't 
want to understand this, Messrs. Roosevelt and Churchill," he complained to 
me, since theyconductingexactly the same policy of resentment as Germany 


Yet, he said, this was so short-sighted, for in a few years America and all that- 
of Western Europe in that war would have to face Bolshevik Russia again, at 
the sacrifice of millions of soldiers - and billions of dollarsnot so much at 
Danzig in September 1939 that the most tragic episode in the history of recent 
decades would havebegun, as at Casablanca, where in 1943 Rooseveltand 
Churchill would have decided to accept only an _ unconditional 
surrenderGermany This formula would nail down a later historiography as the 
greatest misfortune for all mankind at that time. 

From his further remarks I gathered that he himself, with a circle of like- 
minded people, was endeavoring to obtain from the Western powersrevision of 
this policy, which gave Germany no chance 


The next day the rumor spread: Obergruppenfihrer Phleps, one of the most 
capable SS generals, had been killed. At first, no one wanted to believe it. 

A few days later, however, by coincidence, I held the Soldbuch, the 
epaulets and the Knight's Cross of Phleps in my hands, just at the adjudant of 
the Obergruppenfiihrer Winkelmann. 

The brave and capable general had left his Volksdeutsche Division "Prinz 
Eugen" fighting in Croatia on the Fthrer's orders and had rushed to 
Hungarytake overdefense of southeastern Hungary Incorrectly briefed by a 
command post, he, accompanied only by his adjutant and driver, had run 
directly into the hands of a Soviet scout tank. 

Before the surprised Bolsheviks quite knew what unheard-ofluck had 
befallen them, by chance some German planes attacked the Soviet armored 
columnThe Soviet commander lost his head and, fearing that the German 
generalmight fleethe confusionshot the defenseless man and fled with his 
division 

Hungarian gendarmes, who were on a reconnaissance mission on 
motorcyclesby civilians that they had buried a German general here a few 
hours ago According to the precise eyewitness account of the Hungarian 
civilians, the gendarmes dug Phleps up again, took away his soldier's book, 
epaulets and Knight's Cross, and then buried him again. 

A soldier's life, rich in battles and successes, had come to a pointless and 
useless end. Arthur Phleps, already an outstanding general staff officer in the 
K. u. K. Army of the First World War, had after 
After the collapse of the Habsburg monarchy, as a member of Transylvania, 
which had fallen to Romania, he reorganized the Romanian mountain troops as 
a general and had worked as a tactics instructor at the Bucharest War 
Academy. In 1940, when the fighting began, he made himself available to the 
Waffen-SS as a Transylvanian German and stqnd first as regimental 
commander in the east, where he played a decisive role in the creation of the 


eastern bridgehead through his advance at Kamenka-Dnjepropetrovsk. From 
there he was brought to Croatia as commander of the Volksdeutsche Division 
"Prinz Eugen", where he finally led the 5th SS Mountain Corps. 

Ordered to report to the Fuhrer about his new battle space Transylvania- 
Hungary, he wanted to get exact information once again on the spot, especially 
about Arad and Cluj-Napoca, in order to board the plane the next day and give 
the man who made all the final decisions, but also bore all the responsibility, 
an actual insight of the true situation. In this attempt, he - who had been in a 
hundred battles and skirmishes - died from the commissar's shot in the neck. 


This is what we were told and this is what we believed.A few months later, 
the authoritative chief of the German secret intelligence service informed 
mefollowing sensational events 

A few days after Phlepsarrived in Budapest from the Fuehrer's 
headquarters, he expressed himself very pessimistically about the military 
chances and said that everything must be donepreparetomorrow's development 
of the German people and Europe, helping Today was lost. 

Whether Phleps had spoken just as openly with Himmler, or his Budapest 
conversations were reported. Two days after his departure to the new front area 
came a mysterious telex from Himmler 

"The SS car, number - is to be stopped, its occupants arrestedand reported 
immediately!" 

Astonished, they recognized the car of SS-ObergruppenfithrerArtur 
Phlepsthe license plate number The search service received orders to arrest the 
car and its occupants. 

After a few days another telex arrived from Himmler, which was already 
clearer: "Obergruppenfihrer Phleps is to be arrested together with his adjudant 
In case of resistance, force of arms is to be used. Phleps is to be transferred to 
Fuhrer headquarters with safe officer custody." 

A little later came the rumor that Phleps had shot himself. 

A few weeks before the collapse, a news radio operator overrun by the 
Soviets radioed, "General Phleps hasbegunorganizingthe Romanian 
resistance!" 

Nobody knows what really happened and the chapter of Artur Phleps is 
one of the many mysteries of the Third Reich. One thing is grotesque: which 
troop commander shoots an enemy general whom he has already captured? 
Which troop commanderleaves this knocked down general epaulets and 


knight's cross 
* 


Meanwhile, with relentless precision, the course of Soviet operations was 


unfolding on the broadest front. Marshal Malinovsky, one of Stalin's most 
ambitious generals, had pulled everything together to pin a quick victory to his 
banners. Guard army after guard armyamong others, the 6th Guards Tank 
Army, are combined in the 2nd Ukrainian Front, even divisions of the 4th 
Ukrainian Front are called up in rapid marches to force the quick decision. 

Against this overwhelming superiority, the badly battered German units 
are engaged in a tenacious and stubborn defensive struggle. Wurttemberg, 
Lower Saxony, Thuringian-Hessian and East Prussianarmored troops, 
Austrian, Swabian-Bavarian mountain troops, Sudeten German and 
Brandenburg infantry, an SS cavalry division and the remnants of the German 
Air Force under the command of the famous one-legged fighter pilot and tank 
death Rudel - keep throwing themselves against the Bolshevik tide 

But everything is in vain. The ring around Budapest tightens and tightens. 

early afternoon hours of October 29, Malinowsky begins toadvance his 
first infantry attacks in the broadest front between the Tisza and the Danube 

The struggle for Budapest has begun. 

We were in positionSaroksa and Dunaharasti, just outside Budapest The 
enemy had already reached the outskirts of the city. Here he now lay panting, 
catching his breath for the deadly attack. Each of us felt it. In the wonderful 
city of Budapest, the waves of wild lust for life and living were rising once 
again. Although the Soviet shellsalready howling into the city's interior and the 
Soviet bombers were unloading their cracking eggs night after night, the bars 
and cabarets, the Budapest artists' house, the "Feszek Club ", were crowded 
Wine, champagne and barzky were flowing in the elegant, large hotels on the 
Danube, in the Geliert, in the Carlton, in the Hungaria. Women gave 
themselves away without 
think and men took without thinking. Those who felt like it, went to the front 
for 50 filler, because the streetcar went to the last minute to a few hundred 
meters behind the main battle line. The German soldiers went to town for this 
when they were relieved, to stroll a bit, to bathe, to drink, or to seek their 
fortune with beautiful women, or all together at once. It was a war like we had 
read about so far in the 30-penny booklets. But I would have to lie if we didn't 
like it better that way than over on the steppes or in the cuttingblizzard. * 


One morning the civilians told us about a ghastly crime committed by the 
Soviets just outside Dunaharasti A watchmaker, a small poor peasant 
watchmaker, had a few poor peasant watches for repair when they broke into 
the village. They took the clocks away from him despite his whining. They 
went looking for more.They found nothing because there was nothing 
there.They threatened and interrogated the poor watchmaker. He could confess 
nothing. Because he had nothing. So they stripped him naked and put him on 
the red-hot stove top. Still, he could not confess to any hidden treasures 


because he had none. They burnedhim and he died.Because of the hidden 
watches and jewelryhe 

An assault team entered the no man's land and found the abandoned 
village. In the ransacked kitchen, close to the stove - the watchmaker. The 
buttocks and hands charred. 

Bolshevik culture was on the march to Europe! 

The fight took on more and more bestial forms. 

In a quiet hour of the Budapest Dance of Death, I read in a Viennese 
newspaper of the mysterious death of my friend Ernst Handsch- mann, the 
press chief of the Austrian Illegals, who had been the journalistic gravedigger 
of Schuschnigg's Austria. 

I shivered, slowly I had no more living friends. It was a ghostly circle of 
the dead that surrounded me. When I talked about it with others, I had to 
realize that they felt the same way. Our ranks had thinned. We living were only 
dead people on vacation. 

I was no longer surprised when, a little later, I also learned of the death of 
the Gauleiter Josef Biirckel. 

With him, the last grenadier of revolutionary, national socialism hadpassed 
away Now that he was no more, I remembered, like a vision, his last words, 
which he had said to me in 1943 when he was leaving: "If we end this war - 
but then end this beggar socialism that we have - or - " his eyes gleamed 
fanatically. 

For the sake of his great will, the Lord God must also have spared him, the 
German rebel, the gun barrels of the French execution peleton. 

Shocked, I read the reports of his great funeral, where once again, for the 
last time, the National Socialist greatsappeared in public 

Dance of death, dance of death, it sang in my ears. Dance of death, dance 
of death, howled the tank shells of the Soviets. Dance of death, dance of death, 
roared the bombing carpets of the airplane squadrons of the USA. 


The enemy crossed the Danube far below, threw back the "Hoch- und 
Deutschmeister" and destroyed the 33rd SS Division, which was being formed 
mainly from Hungarian ethnic Germanscynically called "Hutdivision" in our 
country because it had not even got its equipment together yet 

So he was practically already in our rear. The deep and very well 
developed defenses in the east of Budapest were for the cat! 

Once again, it was enough to make you cry. For the first time in a long 
time, I thought about what was actually being played with us and also talked to 
some comrades who were also horrified by it. 

The Turks already knew that Budapest could be bypassed and easily and 
safely shot up with artillery from the heights to the west of the city, the 


Schwabenberg, for example. That it is at all vinegar with a defense, 
whichmustdefend up from below. So you always have to have in the fight for 
Budapest the western terrain, the mountains and hills. 

The blessed Turks knew this and acted accordingly. We, however,not 
know this Budapest in the west was defenseless. There was simply nothing 
there. When I had to drive towards the enemy during a reconnaissance 
advance, I was horrified by what I did not see. It all reminded me so horribly 
of the Dnieper. My God - Dnieper. It was a little over a year ago and now we 
were at the gates of the empire. 

Our defense lines were to the east. But the Russian had read the elementary 
school history books, he hardly paid attention to our eastern positions, he 
crossed the Danube and pushed up on the western bank.Of course,our 
Budapestposition right in the heart 

I was with my company on the Gellerthegy, the Blocksberg. We were 
practicing counterattacks, adapted to the terrain. It was clear to me that the first 
deadly wave had to break here, if it could be broken at all. The Blocksberg, the 
castle. The eastern shore we could write quietly in the chimney. 

Suddenly an order: "The company will be ready to marchwest on Wiener 
Strassein one hour" 

Stunned, I passed on the command. The spit almost began to cry. He had 
prepared a whole sow and all sorts of things. Wine, schnapps, cake - yes, that's 
right, today was Christmas Eve.December 241944, in the middle of our 
feverish loading work, a wild low-flying Bolshevik raid rattled.Our machine 
guns barked. Women and children of the neighboring villas ran crying and 
screaming into the cellar vaults. You will have to get used to that much more, I 
thought wistfully. Then we drove off. 

middle of the wide street we met a tip-top dressedcorporal, white gloves, 
huge bouquet of flowers I let him stop: "Where to?" He beamed: "To the 
mummy, to the Hungarian mummy!" 

"Have fun!" I wished him, "do you know what time it actually is?" He 
looked at his wristwatch and said tightly "one twenty!" The whole company 
roared with laughter. But it was just more gallows humor. We knew in the 
meantime that the city was almost closed in and that in an hour we would have 
to have passed the Wiener Strasse, which was still held open only with 
difficulty by our tanks. 

We were outrageously lucky. Low-flying planes had badly hit an Honved 
section a few minutes before we passed the most delicate spot. Bodies and 
wounded lay everywhere. But when we roared through, it was as quiet as a 
mouse.Our tanks hadrepulsedthe Sovietcounterattack; as we did not know at 
the time, only for a short timeA few hours later, Budapest was finally 


surrounded 
* 


Our new operational target was the Granbriickenkopf. But already after a 
few days we were withdrawn. Very mysteriously, a new German 
counteroffensive was preparing in Hungary. We ourselves automatically 
fulfilled all orders. We attacked, we defended. 

One morning the Wicking tanks at Tarjan and Bitschke penetrated the 
enemy and threw him far back, but then the German counterattack petered out 
in the hill terrain north of Lake Balaton. Hungarian mines were located in this 
area and there wassometimes great sympathy for Bolshevismamong the miners 
In such a miners’ village, the local communists, their wives dressed in their 
Sunday best, marched with a red flag to the advancing 
Soviets against them.The Red Army soldiers immediately took away their red 
flag and beat the men because they were "such bad communists and had done 
nothing at all against the fascists" and lootedthem 

The fact that they raped the women on the snowy road is a matter of 
course with the Soviet fighting morale. 

The mayor of Tarjan, a small peasant town, tried it with a white flagWith 
it, all alone, aware of the heavy responsibility he had for his 
communitytowardsthe Soviet troops 

The Red Army soldiers took off his beautiful boots and took away his 
Sunday coat. Saddened, he trotted through the snow in socks, next to the 
captain of the guard, back to his town, ran home, put on his workday boots and 
reported to the Soviet commandant's officedo his duty as mayor 

The guard left him for the time being, called another Red Army soldier, 
who immediately robbed the mayor of his boots for the second time. 

When the Soviet captain finally deigned toreceive the mayorwas again in 
socksand gave him a series of orders, the mayor tearfully asked for his boots 
The captain gave a short order. In a few minutes the mayor received a pair of 
shoes much too big for him, which he put on with a sigh. 

The Red Army soldiers had stripped them on the street to the nearest 
Hungarian 

"You can believe me," he said seriously, while welaughed almost to tearsat 
the unintentionalcomedy, "you can't negotiatewith those Bolsheviks We are 
not human beings to them. We are animals - bochoui - capitalists - fascists - 
anything, but not human beings." 

The fighting morale of the Red Army was very bad in those days. And this 
had its deep causes. The vast majority of these Soviet factory workers, kolkhoz 
mushiks, were fed up with the war, the terrible hardships and the dying. The 
great national reserve of soul: "Throw the German occupiers out of the Russian 
fatherland" had fizzled out The enemy was out, the homeland was 
free.Stalin's"patriotic" war was over 

The average Red Army soldier wanted to go home. For years he had 
carried his life to market under the most appalling conditions, he longed just 


like the German soldier again for his wife and child and, however primitive 
and modest it was, for his home. 

He had to be goaded and cheered on anew. 

Here the Bolshevik leadership in the Red Army played with all registers of 
human weaknesses. First with greed: "Look at this city in front of you, which 
we will attack tomorrow, it is a notoriousfascist nest - but it also has very 
beautiful women, a lot of wine and schnapps, nice boots and plenty and good 
food - everything is yours if you storm the city and defeat the enemy!" 

In Budapest alone, the invading Red Army soldiers had a full eight days of 
looting and raping rights. 

And then with the hatred: "Do you see the beautiful houses, the beautiful 
apartments, the beautiful clothes?This is how _ these capitalist, 
fascistcriminalslive! Think how modestly your children, your women have to 
live and work in the Soviet Union. Why? Because we had to produce weapons 
and again weapons and our production could not produce consumer goods, 
because these capitalists, these fascists wanted to invade us. All of them are the 
same: the English, the Americans and above all these cursed Germans, these 
Hungarians and all their helpers. We must defeat them. Only then will our 
women and children have an equally, even much better life than these 
capitalist dogs!" 

And finally with the chauvinism: "Now we really have to make an effort 
and storm and win. Now the whole world is at stake. We will dominate the 
earth. Nothing can stop us now. Be worthy of our dead who have fallen, be 
worthy of the sacrifices made from the days of Red October until today - the 
world, the world - forward, Red Army men!" 

No other nation on earth is so amenable to propaganda as the Russian. No 
other army in the world has such a sophisticated propaganda as the Soviet one. 

It whipped up the last animal instincts and condensed them into a death- 
defying spirit of aggression. It aroused chauvinist élan in the Stalinist kolkhoz 
slaves and used it for the goals of the Bolshevikworld revolution It used the 
ideology of Leninism for its chauvinist motives. It confused and interchanged 
God and the world and finally achieved what it wanted: it kept the troops in 
line and drove them from one victory to another. 

How necessary, how bitterly necessary this sophisticated Stalinist 
propaganda was, was shown to me by two small examples from the great 
mosaic of Soviet troop morale in those critical days. 

In a small village outside Tata, the battalion commander of a Soviet 
infantry division had taken up quarters. The frightened 
Housemates were crammed into one room with all their children. 

A Soviet troop doctor, the major's mistress, and his officer's valet, the 
cleaner, had enlisted with the major. 

In the evening, the three of them drank from the landlord's plentiful supply 


of wine.may be that the cleanerknewtoo much aboutmajor'seconomic 
management, it may be that the dear troop doctor was driving on two tracks 
with her love The inhabitants of the house did not know that.But one thing 
they did know, and they told uswith a broad smileafter the recapture ofthe 
place: a serious and violent quarrel began between the major and the cleaner, 
which finally ended in a wild brawl 

Suddenly, the frightened inhabitants of the house cringed in horror in their 
room. Someone knocked violently on the door.When they tremblingly opened, 
they had to suppress their cheerfulness with difficultyOutside, shivering from 
the cold, stood Herr Major in his nightgown, asking to beable to sleep 
somewhere He finally lay down on the floor with a few blankets, grumbling. 
The cleaner had thrown him out without further ado and was now sleeping 
with the Major's mistress. 

In the morning, the major had to send the landlord to the apartment as a 
parliamentarian and have his uniform brought, since he could not present 
himself well to his battalion in his shirt after all. 

He said angrily to the landlord, "Nix good discipline with us, take it to the 
devil, war is already taking too long!" 

I had a somewhat more serious experience at Tarjan, where a first 
lieutenant of the Red Army suddenly defected to my company. The man was 
very depressed and did not want to tell me anything, as is usually the case with 
defectors. Finally he confessed to me that he certainly believed in the victory 
of the Soviets and that he was a convinced Stalinist. When I asked him why he 
had defected, he told me haltingly that he had done it to save his life. He was 
so hated by the crew because of his somewhat hard company leadership, which 
had already shot at him twice from behind, that he knew exactly that he would 
be a dead man in the next attack. His request for transfer had been turned down 
by his commander. So he had no other way out but to defect. At night, the 
officers of the battalion slept together in the same quarters if at all possible, 
because they were never sure that the undisciplined crew would not shoot them 
down. "Me so broke and all!" he said at the conclusion of his report, "all the 
same!" 

fact thatcombat discipline could be maintained in spite of thismood in the 
Red Army, which was not isolatedclearnumerous prisoner interrogationswas 
due exclusively to the Soviets' political commissars and their combat 
propagandists. 

Of course'conditions in the elite units of the Red Army, in the tank units, 
the NKVD divisions, the Komsomol units werefundamentally different. But in 
the line, in the infantry, the situation was more than mixed. It would never 
have withstood a strong counterattack. But this counterattack was no longer 
possible to the extent necessary. The squadrons of the American air fleet had 
taken care of that too thoroughly by destroying our weapons and ammunition 


depots, our supply base. 
One day we were withdrawn from the relatively quiet areaand Wehrmacht 
cavalry units moved into our positions, but they could not take any credit in the 


wooded hill terrain. 7 


We, however, arrived at the frozen Lake Balaton. Our company moved 
into short but very nice quarters in Balaton Kenese. We spentsome quiet and 
peaceful days, hardly disturbed by the Soviet Air Force 


Pa 


One morning German artillery fire drummed on the surprised Soviets with 
a force not experienced for a long time, and under the command ofvictorious 
Gille, the four armored divisions of the 4th SS Panzer Corps, the "Viking", the 
"Totenkopf", the first and third Wehrmacht armored divisions, chargeddeep 
into the enemyIn a few days Stuhlweissenburg wasagain fought free and 
partially even reached the Danube and Lake Velenczcr 

With this military thrust, however, we were able to take a deep look into 
what was in store for Europe. The images that presented themselves in 
Hungary were so impossible that one is only able to describe in a limited way 
what had happened. 

The Soviets had not only taken away all food and beverages from the 
population, which still seems forgivable during the war for a force that feeds 
itself almost exclusively from the land. They had systematically looted all the 
apartments of the small peasants and proletarians, for whose "liberation" they 
had broken into Hungary, and had taken rings, bracelets and watches anyway, 
but beyond that they had also robbed the clothes, linen and footwear. Those 
who refused or even protested were summarily shot down. 


In the village of Lepseny the Bolshevists had not been content with 
robbing the living. The coffins in the small graves were torn open and the 
corpses were robbed of their rings. They simply cutoff their fingers to get to 


the jewelry 
In one of the crypts from which the coffins had been thrown out and 
where the dead collars had been covered with straw ~-_ these 


cryptsobviouslyservedas bunkers for the Soviet combat outposts - I found, 
besides a lot of smashed vodka and wine bottles, a pair of totally torn women's 
panties and several torn brassieres 

Business card of the communist culture and the new era by Moscow's 
grace. 

On the outside wall of the church, two frozen male corpses lay in the 


snow. Their hands were still clenched in death. 

When I went to inquire why these bodies were lying here,I noticed two 
children A girl of maybe seven years and a boy of about five years. They were 
standing next to the bodies and crying.A month ago, these corpses had been 
young, hard-working peasants who had deserted from V6rés' army because 
they no longer wanted to go home and because the country and the women 
were waiting for them. They no longer wanted to know about the war and 
death. 

But the war and death had followed them and reached them who had run 
away from him in the Carpathians. 

Death was the pale, gaunt commissar Osipov, who, as a warning example, 
had Ferencz and Istvan shot when the Soviet troops marched in, because they 
wore the green-gray Honved pants to work in the fieldsAs a deterrent he 
forbade to bury the two corpses They had to remain lying by the road. road 
where the women, the mothers and the children of the murdered people passed 
every day. 

Hungarian women, however, were fair game for the dehumanized Soviet 
soldiery. A fifty-three-year-old woman in Polgardi told me, next to her 
petrified husband, that a Soviet majorhadraped herand then tied her naked to 
his trouser belt with a strap in order to sleep In the morning he pulled her 
towards him like a piece of cattle, in order to have her at hand again 
immediately. 

In Stuhlweissenburg we found a naked, beautiful blond girl, perhaps 
nineteen years old, dead in a draw well. The civilians told us, crying, that a 
Soviet patrol had taken up residence in the house opposite, and that they must 
have been on field guard duty there. The sixteen men of the guard had taken 
two girls, Maria, a Volksdeutsche, and Ida, a Hungarian, both under the age of 
twenty. They tore the girls' clothes off their bodies and burned them in the 
oven. They put a bucket in front of them for them to defecate in. When a guard 
returned, he would feed on the two women, who were kept like cattle in the 
stable. So one after the other - food, drink and then the women. 

On the third day the Volksdeutsche could stand it no longer, jumped stark 
naked into the street and threw herself into the deep draw well in order to 
escape hell. After the hasty departure of the Soviets, the Hungarian was 
rescued by the compassionate neighbors andbrought back homeseriously ill 

And what a lot of horrible reports came from the rest of Hungary. One was 
not able to record everything, let alone, even today, to reproduce it. 

In the village of Napkor, the Soviet soldiers, completely drunk, shot the 
entire horse stock of the Hungarian peasants, as a kind of popular 
amusementThe women who stayed behind wererapedforceor threat22-year-old 
Helene, whorun away, was taken under fire by two drunken Soviet Russian 
snipers, but they missed. She tearfully told that especially the young Soviet 


soldiers behaved the worst. Significantly, the civilians formerly known as 
Communists had been the first to flee west under the protection of the German 
Wehrmacht after the recapture of the village. 

The Soviets had also invaded Nagykallo and behaved worse than the 
cattle. Especially the sanatorium located there was the target of their 
amusements. As the doctors who had remained there unanimously reported, a 
Soviet staff hadrapedmost ofinsane female patients from the 16th to the 60th 
year 

The bishop of Nyiregyhaza was completely robbed and after the German 
and Hungarian troops marched in again, he had only what he wore on his body. 
In Nyiregyhaza, too, every female who appeared anywhere was attacked and 
abused at gunpoint, regardless of age or condition. 

In Kisvarda, the Soviets managed to invade. They ransacked, as usual, the 
homes of the civilians empty. In Homokkertutca, Maria, mother of four 
children, wasrapedthree Bolsheviks one after another inthe presence of her 
husband and the assistant.Three sisters Jolan, Ida and Borta, who were also 
attacked by the Bolshevikswere the only women who managed to resist the 
Soviets and escape by their energetic and brave behavior In the 
Rakoczi-Utca, Dr. Irma B., whose husband was on the Carpathian Front, was 
attacked, raped and robbed by the Bolshevists at three o'clock in the morning. 

Civilian Istvan from the Margitta area states that his neighbor, 30-year- 
old Peterne, who had given birth only a week agobeen abused by eight 
Bolshevik soldiers by threatening to shoot Her husband was forced to witness 
the crime. Imre Szabo's 38-year-old wife was shot because she refused to 
surrender. 

But all this was only a small and very small part of what Hungary and its 
poor population had to endure. Human transports by the thousands and 
thousands went indiscriminately assembled, under the most inhumane 
conditions, men, women and children, to the East. The "liberation" of the 
Puszta had begun. But differently than ever a person could have dreamed. 


However, things happened to us now that no one would have imagined. 
Budapest lay ahead of us. 

Inside lay, half starved, a good forty-five thousand Germans and at least 
as many Hungarians. General Gille and his corps wanted to break this deadly 
grip and liberate the people. 

However, the commander of the Fourth Army, General Balk, did not give 
his consent to this.He ordered todestroyfirst the Soviet divisions operating in 
the north 

vain Gille objected to the urgency of relieving the half-starvedBudapest 
garrison and the brilliant military situation that had been achieved by our 


surprise thrust Even an intervention to Hitler brought no success. Thus, the 
Gille Corps had to be regrouped. 

And had to move to the north, where thereweresupposedly ten Soviet 
divisionsto be encircled first In vain General Gille pointed out the imminent 
danger of the open flank of the 4th SS Panzer Corps and the impossibility of 
reaching Budapest again under such favorable circumstances in the given 
situation. Now the advance of the four panzer divisionshadalreadycomewithin 
sight ofBudapest's Buda-Ors airportcouldnot be stopped by the Soviets 
Simultaneously with a breakout of the divisions encircled on the castle, the 
Soviet front of Budapest had to be smashed and our starving and starving 
comrades and the Hungarian divisions liberated. 

Gritting his teeth, Gille finally ordered the regrouping on the basis of the 
Fuhrer's order reached by Balk. Exactly twenty-four hours later what Gille had 
predicted happened: the Ivan put hundreds oftanks across the Danube and 
pushed us deep into the flank 

time lost by the regrouping, however, had, as was to be expectedcleverly 
used by the Soviet Russian He threw the freshly brought 3rd Mechkorps 
against us. That night a real tank battle wasfoughtonce again, the last time in 
these bloody four years of the Eastern Front. Almost 200 kills were made by 
the SS Panzer Division "Totenkopf" alone. But this was also the end of Gille. 
Because the Soviets also used to shoot back. 

The fate of Budapest was thus finally sealed. 

Not quite 800 men out of the almost one hundred thousand managed to 
break outand reach our lines more dead than alive What they reported about 
Obergruppenfthrer Pfeffer-Wildenbruch, the defender of Budapest and the 
whole tactical defense, does not belong to the glories of German war history. 

For once we breathed a sigh of relief: after Colonels General Friesner and 
Wiihler, Colonel General Dr. Lothar von Rendulic had now assumed command 
of Army Group South by order of the Fihrer. Rendulic, one of the most 
capable Austrian generals, had won his laurels in this war as Chief of Staff to 
the popular Mountain Infantry GeneralDietl and Commander-in-Chief of 
Panzer Army High Command 2 

Now the fortunes of war had to turn. Now the decisive things This man 
had to turn the merciless fate of the southeastern border of the empire, of 
Vienna. 

But none of this happened. 

But we had to return to our Stuhlweissenburg line again. In the vineyard, 
close to the companies of the volunteer regimentDr. Karl Ney, I had a strange 
experience Two defectors arrived. 

Both officers, who had finally had enough, had defected for completely 
opposite motives. One, a young Ukrainian, had experienced the Germans in his 
homeland and no longer really believed in the whole Bolshevik magic. He 


simply yearned for the West, for peace and culture. The other, a young Uzbek, 
was a fanatical communist, and said he was no longer going along because 
Stalin was no longer a communist, but an imperialist. Stalin betrayed Lenin 
and Karl Marx. 

However, both of them unanimously told that in a village area exactly 
between Moor and Stuhlweissenburg, about 3 '000 motor vehicles had driven 
up and there a new dangerous push of the Koten army was threatening. 

I immediately packed uptwo that had come in the eveningand took them to 
the IC. To my boundless anger, he immediately sent me on to the army with 
them. And when IJ arrived there at midnight, completely frozen, I wassent on to 
the army group to Eszterhazy Castle because ofimportance of the statements I 
arrived there in my bucket car at about 8 o'clock in the morning, frozen and 
tired. With difficulty I got through the barrier and entered the castle halls with 
a certain awe. the first time in the war, I was facing an army group staff, where 
the decisions about life and death are made not only by the enemy, but also 

With difficulty, I finally asked my way back to the IC.A lieutenant 
colonelCount Rittberg The first room was empty. So was the second and the 
third. Finally a sleepy sergeant appeared, who asked me in boundless 
amazement what I wanted. I said I wanted to speak to the lieutenant colonel. 

The sergeant grinned boredly and lectured me that I could not speak to the 
count before half past ten and when the world would collapse. I left the castle, 
shaved and had breakfast with the two Soviet officers. At half past ten sharp, I 
was there again. In fact, this time I was let in 

Lieutenant Colonel Count von Rittberg received me very kindly. He had 
still been informed of my coming by the army during the night, first offered 
me various kinds of schnapps and then listened with interest to my report. He 
took me to the air reconnaissance mapand compared the defector data with the 
results of the air reconnaissance In fact, they both agreed. 

"Very interesting," said Rittberg, "that will interest the OB (commander- 
in-chief) very much at lunch. You know what, come right up after lunch, I can 
probably give you a report for Gille by then!" 

I clicked my heels together and left. I delivered my two defectors to the 
evaluation. At dinner in the mess hall, I chatted with a couple of comrades I 
happened to meet here, and shortly after 2 o'clock, full of excitement, rushed 
back up to my lieutenant colonel. The teasing game of the morning was 
repeated. First room empty, second, etc. Finally my dear sergeant appeared 
again, who taught methat afternoon means half past four. 

Now the count would ride, later there would be a chess lesson and 
afterwardssome great birthday lessonBut he would certainly betherehalf past 
four. 

Well, at five o'clock he came. He rememberedmespite of his 
multipleoccupations and said laughing: "You, that interested the OB very 


much It was really very interesting!Givebest regards to Mr. Gille!" 

I stopped, completely flabbergasted. 

"Is there anything else?" he asked me, slightly impatient. 

"Yes, what is happening?" I asked, stunned, "What am I supposed to 
report? Surely this is a downright mortal threat to our flank?" 

"Calm down," smiled the lieutenant colonel, "for the time being, after all, 
the 25th Hussar Regiment of the Hungarians is standing there.They have to 
withstand the pressure of the Russians for an hour - then Gille is already 
drivingfire department again- " 

"The Hungarians?" I asked hesitantly, "two machine guns per company, 
they're supposed to withstand the pressure of 3 '000 moto-vehicles for an 
hour?" 

"It's all right," finally decided the lieutenant colonel, already impatient, 
"the Army Group will arrange accordingly!" 

I walked away depressed. That was the first and last time I had ever 
spoken to a senior German general staff officer. A few weeks later, by the way, 
Count Rittberg was shot by the secret field police, on the basis of a court- 
martial verdict for a more or less trivial matter. Although he did nothing at all 


other than was usual. 
* 


When I arrived back at the company after reporting to the corps, I received 
another surprise: I had been detached together with the company to the Sixth 
SS Army, to Sepp Dietrich. 

Once there, I almost fell over: Here, on Lake Balaton, an offensive of the 
greatest magnitude was being prepared.Nineteen divisions were assembled to 
lead a thrust into the enemy's flank The thrust was to lead across the Danube 
through Hungary to Ploesti. 

The slogan was: For the Fihrer's birthday on April 20, 1945, we will bring 
him the oil wells of Romania. With this, the new Luftwaffe machines will 
begin their fight against the USA Air Forceand clear the German 
skiesOncefreedfrom this decisive pressure, the Reich will then pounce on the 
Soviets with full force and chase them out of Europe again! 

I grabbed my head. Had I seen everything wrong? Had I ended up 
observing wrongly for years, calculating wrongly? I ended up so wrapped up 
in my ideas that I could no longer perceive reality? 

I was at a loss. Around me, division after division. Tanks rolled, battalions 
marched, horse regiment after horse regiment, already prepared to pursue the 
enemy when the tanks would be pushed through, everything surged forward. 

My God, I prayed with despair, let the miracle happen. Have we also done 
much badly, do not let Bolshevismcome overEurope and our poor, shattered 


and bomb-ridden homeland 


The offensive began hesitantly, greatly hampered by bad weatherJust when 
the heavy fighting began to rage at Simotorniawhich formed the last stage 
before the Danube crossing, the enemy counterattack into the flank began, 
exactly where the air reconnaissance and the two Soviet officers had predicted 
itThe Hungarianhussars lying between Moor and Stuhlweissenburg were swept 
away in a few minutes Gilles' units were in heavy fighting against a fabulous 
superiority and had to fall back. 

Our big push into the Danube threatened to become a big cauldron. The 
retreat began. 

The retreat from which the German army in the southeast could not 
recover. Nineteen divisions flooded back the long bag. Tanks, infantry, horses 
and horses again. It was more like a rout than a retreat. Nineteen divisions. I 
had never seen so many together in one place in the whole war. 

The Soviets had quickly bypassed Stuhlweissenburg and were on the Inota 
runway. Then they hadpushed insideways from above at Lake Balaton. 
Already they were in front of Raab. At the runway Raab - Styria they tried to 
stop. In vain. The Soviets continued to break through. 

For the first time in this war one saw whole columns of fugitives in 
uniform without officers or with officers, to the Reich border, only to the 
Reich border. * 


I was pulled out and given orders toform a blocking linebetween Lake 
Neusiedland the Kittsee border station andstop thedeserters The order was: 
Whoever comes without weapons will be shot! 


In one day I stopped nine hundred men. There was nomore shooting I 
fought a hard inner battle. Here was the military order, against the order of 
conscience. Imen line up They scowled at me. They could guess what kind of 
order I had. 

"Comrades," I said calmly, "you have lost your heads - you will be formed 
into new combat troops and set out for Neusiedel, where you will be rearmed 
and redeployed!" 

A bloody young Unterscharfiihrer jumped forward.He wore the silver 
wounded badge, the bronze close combat clasp and the EK I 

"Untersturmfthrer!" he shouted in his bright child's voice, "you know as 
well as we do that all is lost - what's the point of all this anymore?" 

I kept silent. According to the soldierly rules of the game, there was now 
only one thing to do. Draw the pistol and shoot the man down, no matter what 
followed. 


The eyes of the nine hundred bored into me. 

"Do you have a mother?" asked the mutineer. 

He narrowed his eyes. "Yes - " he answered hesitantly, "what does that 
have to do with anything?" 

"Do you want your mother to be abandoned to these Soviets, whose kind 
you have seen a hundred times as a veteran soldier?" 

"No - " the mutineer cried excitedly, "no - " 

"And for that the mothers in our back can save themselves, for that we 
want to stand to the last, whatever happens towarThe whole!" my voice 
whipped across the square, "Stand still! The most senior sub-leaders take over 
a hundred men each! Carry out! And Neusiedl Directorate, march!" 

These last storm columns of Germany marched off singing. But I no 
longer felt like singing. 

Butthe expected court martial for not shooting desertersdid not come It 
had been realized that this was the better method. 

Easter was approaching. On Easter Sunday, my little wife arrived from 
Vienna in a care van. She was dressed in ski pants and mountain gear. I 
silently gave her a small private pistol of mine as a greeting. We looked at each 
other and understood each other. 

A few hundred meters behind us ran the southeastern rampart - the 
Reichsschutzstellung. It was quite good, though not developed. But with 
trenches and bunkers, with artillery and pak positions. If we had been given 
such positions on the Dnieper! 

Despite the desperate general situation, I looked forward to the future on a 
local scale. Because the Soviets could not throw us out of these positions so 
easily. 

The next day the rumor leaked out that therewere only a few companies of 
Volkssturmthe whole Reichsschutzstellung And right after that came the 
confirmation: The Soviets had broken through further south and had reached 
eastern Styria. The next day: The Soviets are in Lower Austria. At the same 
time, the order came to move into the Vienna Woods. 

Everything flooded back. The beautiful position remained unused - scrap 
of the collapse, which now probably could not be concealed even from the 
smallest man. 

Infantry, tanks, concentration campers in endless columns, women and 
children, often with oxen or horse-drawn carts with their meager belongings, 
entire military hospitals with the severely and most severely wounded - 
everything was left behind. What was left behind were food stores, fabric 
magazines, footwear and other clothing piled up to the last by a brainless and 
senseless bureaucracy. Suddenly there was gasoline everywhere, gasoline that 
simply could not be reached eight days ago for the most important operations. 

Where I got through, I Hess opened the magazines and released them to 


the people Unfortunately, many did not - so rich supplies fell into the hands of 
the Soviets. Where I passed through, they did not receive one can and not a 
single boot 


Chapter 12 


The big rush 


A call from Schirach was read out on the radio, a statement from Sepp 
Dietrich about defending the city of Vienna. I felt like vomiting. I knew all the 
things that had not been done to defend this city. The one regiment Totenkopf 
and the few dozen Volkssturmmanner and Hitlerjungen were smoothly 
sacrificed to a prestige stand that would have been better omitted. 

Schirach himself had "gone" to the army - which was far outside of 
Vienna. The call of his duty - either to declare Vienna a free city, even against 
supreme orders, or to die in its defense - to die with honor, after the many 
leadership mistakes he had made in Vienna - could not reach him. 


Sepp Dietrich had practically dropped out of the action. The order of the 
Fuhrer had still reached him, who ordered his army to take off the medals and 
decorations, to take off the arm stripes. To the living and dead comrades. 
Because of cowardice before the enemy and the whole failure in the great 
offensive in Hungary. 

The men of the Sixth SS Army would only have to fight to regain their 
dead comrades' medals and decorations... 

That was more than the old warhorse could stand. He was more beaten by 
this than by the collapse that could no longer be stopped. 

* 


In small combat groups we fought a hopeless but bloody battle through 
the villages and hills of the Vienna Woods. midst of the flower-strewn 
meadows and hills, the final act of the greatest tragedythe German 
peoplehadbegun 

Our artillery often had no more than six rounds per tube in a day. Our 
infantry and machine gunners were given ammunition whose boxes were 
marked with green warning stripes:Attention! Ammunition outdated. For 
practice purposes only! 

We had to shoot with it. Or we were given Czech ammunition, which was 


too heavily waxed for our weapons and thus oftencaused burns. We had to 
fight with it. 

The civilian population no longer perceived us as protection, but as a 
superfluous land nuisance. Communist-minded women constantly led the 
Soviets behind our backs. Once they even threw our wounded, whom we had 
put in a makeshift house gate, out again Others, though few, stood with us, 
shot with us and died with our soldiers. 

Most of them were paralyzed and all thinking and feeling was 
overflowing with an insane fear of the Bolsheviks. 

But we were indeed a lost, ostracized bunch,placedon hopeless, already 
abandoned posts 

There was no longer any talk of political leadership. One day I had to 
make a courier trip backwards. Early in the morning I had heard through 
Radio Munich of the attempted putsch by Captain Gerngross. By chance I 
learned on the way that in a small inn, on my road, Doctor Jury, the Gauleiter 
of Lower Austria, was sleeping. I had him woken up and reported the Munich 
putsch to him. Doctor Jury was as clueless as a small child. "That's quite 
impossible," he stammered again and again, "it doesn't exist!" Silently, I 
turned up the next speaker. Doctor Jury's care-worn countenance lapsed 
frighteningly It was as if the angel of death, whom the intrepid man sought 
and found a few days later, was lowering its shadowy wings around the 
prodigal. 

We parted in silence. 


The news of the fall of Vienna no longer shook us. The news of Hitler's 
death burst upon us with full force Victory or defeat, criticism or blind faith: 
he had been an idol to all of us and we had sworn allegiance to his faith. 

The total surrender was somehow a salvation. 

A few days before, we were once again in a hard counterattack and chased 
back the Soviet divisions. It was amazing how far in these last days the 
Soviets were. Had we still had the strength and only a few tanks and armored 
infantry regiments to make a serious counterattack, who knowsastonished 
worldwouldnothave been givenspectacle of a Soviet army flooding backBut 
we had only more companies and "battle groups" 

In the middle of this last battle I experienced a scene that will remain 
unforgettable to me forever.I suddenly had to hold down a flank threat from 
the enemy in the middle of the attack and jerked aheavy machine gun 
groupunder my commandfar forward The Ivan was shooting firecrackers, 
explosive ammunition that was much feared.The group leader, a Hanoverian, 
had been slightly wounded and hesitated toobey my order I drove at him hard. 

He knelt on the ground, wiped the blood from his face and said haltingly, 


"What a cursed nation we are - my grandfather fell in 1870 - my father fell in 
1918 - and now we are at the end again - all in vain - three brothers have fallen 
and now?" With difficulty he got up and led his group to the commanded 
place and beat off the enemy's counterattack. 

I stood silently by. There was nothing more to say. 


After the total surrender I had only one task - to lead my company back 
behind the American demarcation line We drove in seemingly endless 
columns, westward, always westward. Just as we once drove east. 

In Hieflau I dismissed the men. A small remnant remained with me: who 
could not help himself at all. 

I left my wife behind with a farmer in Salzburg. I drove with the rest into 
captivity. 

The barbed wire era began. 

A new stage began for all of us. 

The prisoners were divided into three groups: those who, over the hunger 
and hardship that every captivity brings, forgot everything: the homeland, 
their status and even their honor. There were not too few of them. They were 
divided into those who stubbornly and unwaveringly maintained that only 
treason and sabotage were to blame for the national disaster, and finally into a 
few who searched day and night for the deeper causes and reasons of the 
military and ultimately moral collapse. I soon joined them. The shock of the 
catastrophe was overcome more quickly than any of us would have believed. 
We knew that everything has its origin in the spiritual. We sat and stood, 
indeed often lay together unable to stand because of hunger, and talked and 
talked. Our discussions were heated and passionate. They were, however, the 
finishing touches to the great roller thathad roared over us all So, too, these 
discussions were the new beginning in our greatest spiritual and physical need. 

The wrong Ostpolitik, the wrong foreign policy in general, the 
concentration camps and the Gestapo were the first points of our most heated 
arguments Especially we front-line soldiers and officers often heard for the 
first time about things we would never have thought possible. But questions 
and doubts also arose again and again. What is truth? What is propaganda? 
But then we dug deeper. The Fuhrer principle in general,total state were the 
first sharp points And then: the personalities of the Reichsfithrer, Hermann 
Goring, and the hardest problem: the Fuhrer. "I will tell you," an old ice- 
graymajor, who we knew was an ancient marcher and high SA leaderonce 
tookthe floor, "What the beginning of the end was, June 30, 1934! At that 
time, not only the old SA leaders and Rohm collapsed in the salvos of the 
execution pelotons, but what we all felt as National Socialism, what we 
dreamed of." 


He was vehemently contradicted. 

But he continued unperturbed: "In the days after the seizure of 
powergreatest decision of his life stood before Adolf Hitler: with the 
revolutionary masses of the SA or with the great General Staff Here the 
People's Army, perhaps similar to the Red Guard of a Trotsky, a difficult and 
long road, which in its final end, however, would have meant the end of any 
imperialism. The National Socialist path. End of banking capital, breaking of 
the bondage of interest, land reform, settlement, social policy and great 
socialization measures 

On the other hand, immediate building up of the German Wehrmacht 
according to the well-tried pattern of the Prussian general staff and with it the 
hope of conquering the spaces which a people without space needed just as 
urgently. Thus two gigantic ideas confronted each other in the soul of the man 
who had been given greater power than any monarch ever had. The 
revolutionary path promised only slowly and in a broad front to the great 
goals. It was a dangerous experiment. This path had never been trodden in 
Germany. It was new territory of practice and idea. The way of the generals, 
traditional, often tried and tested in 1812 and 1813, 1864, 1866 and 1871. The 
great general staff, feverish with greedcorrect the ill-fated 1918, was ready to 
accept Private Hitler,to swallowNational Socialismand its social reforms, if it 
gave him the chance of the new warThe leader again was ready togenerals 
who were absolutely not friendly tohimtheir conservatism, to let capitalism go 
scot-freeone helped him to conquer his final goal, space, wide space for this 
people without space. 

Both partners went into the big business with the firm intention of 
overacting the other. That is the great German tragedy of our years: they 
overplayed each other. 

The experiment of the revolutionary National Socialists, however, had 
nothing to offer in this struggle of problems, which was equal to the space and 
to entering the world history. It offered only the laborious and long course of 
one of the greatest national experiments. 

It was as if the devil himself had led Adolf Hitler to the highest mountain 
and shown him the world: "Behold, it is yours if you pledge your soul to me!" 

And on the other side was the mass of those whose blood had built and 
protected the road up the mountain, who had nothing to offer but their faith 
and loyalty and their revolutionary pride of fighters. For the sake of this 
revolutionary pride, however, the pistols and submachine guns banged when 
Hitler chose the way of the generals. There died the elite of the old vanguard, 
with whom onecouldnot deal in the same wayas with the "March Fallen", 
there died the leaders of the organization which alonehadmerit of the victory 
of the street and hall battlesagainst communism, the SA. With them, a few 
weird characters and corruptionists, and a General Schleicher together with his 


wife and maid were quickly knocked over the pile, so that it looked better. But 
at that time, my comrades, the idea died. Whatcameafter thatnationalism 
without socialism, was at best fascismbut not national socialism It was the 
sound of drums and marching columns, it was waving flags and beating 
drums. But it was no longer the spirit of those who, in hot battles of the hearts, 
were ready to go a new way." 

The voices rang out wildly. Pros and cons clashed against each other. It 
took a long time for the heated tempers to calm down again. 

"But it must have been like that," said a young Knight's Cross bearer of 
the Waffen-SS passionately, "because in the root it must already have been 
wrong, otherwise the mental breakdown would not be so horrible. Whenever 
we lost wars, even in 1918, the officer at least saved face. The generals. We 
know today that in this war, too, two hundred and thirty-one generals fell as 
soldiers, as commanded by the Law of Soldiers. We know that fifty- 
eightended by suicideBut we also know that twenty-twowere shot for treason 
and cowardice before the enemy. We know Messrs. Seydlitz, von Daniels and 
God be lamented, also Paul, who plunged the knife into our backs. Lord God 
and the devil! I don't know whom to call at this hour, this has never happened 
before, as long as we can remember. My God, everywhere there is once a 
Judas. But such a mass phenomenon? Generals who desert? Yes, don't you all 
see with each other that a world has collapsed, much more ghastly than the 
smoke-blackened ruins of the empire? Don't you all see that we simply have 
no air left to live? My Reichsfithrer has refused to bury with military honors 
one of my best comrades, who passed away because he was so attached to his 
bride that he could not overcome her infidelity, andhadhim expelled from the 
SS with shame and disgrace after his deathand he himself goes,after he pushes 
through disguised like in a bad crime novel and is caught - and swallows 
cyanide - instead oftakingresponsibility before the victor's courtsavingthe 
hundreds of poor devils, who fulfilled nothingbut their orders, from the 
gallows?It is not so simple, with traitors and saboteurs - the cause lies much, 
much deeper So deep that I no longer have any desire to live!" 

"Don't talk such brass," I interrupted him, "we must finish the road for the 
sake of those who come behind us. But we alsosendwarning to those who 
come after ushow not to do it And therefore simply because we are soldiers 
who know that it is never the flag that makes it, but the spirit that fills it." 

"I'm fed up, I'm so fed up with everything!" cried a first lieutenant, "with 
the whole war, with all this National Socialism, and above all with your stupid 
talk. You don't change anything anymore, we have played and lost. Let the 
dead rest and don't foul your own nest." 

"Forgive me," the old major replied to him, "unfortunately we cannot 
affordyour surely decently meant civic inhibitionsOnly by recognizing our 
mistakes can we save our people from similar ones And if our way was 


wrong, we must say so. Without consideration of losses. And if many things 
on our way were good and beautiful, we also want to say it, loud and clear, in 
defiance of a whole world. As long as we live, lives the belief that our people 
must live! Or are you tired of that too?" 

The lieutenant remained silent and turned around. 

Slowly the last ones got lost and crawled into their tents to sleep 

In the morning we found the young Knight's Cross bearer hanged at the 
latrine. In his pocket he carried a small note: "I cannot live because my 
Reichsfiihrer has betrayed me. I know it is not right what I am doing, but I 
have no strength left. I report to my old comrades in my company who were 
so happy to go ahead and make quarters for me too!" 

When the Standartenfitihrer woke me up and showed me the note, I was 
agonizingly assailed by the addiction to suicide that had assailed me so many 
times since the eighth of May that I could hardly stand it. Nothing in this war, 
not even the end, had depressed me as much as this longing to die. 

Again and again I had to keep in mind the faces of the only two people 
who were a bridge to my life: my mother and my little wife. And again and 
again I had to tell myself that those must remain who will one day still raise 


the voice. The voice for truth. 
* 


That's how the time passed. Soon it was weeks. Soon it was months. No 
end and no prospect. Twenty years for the Waffen-SS! All those who were 
officers were declared war criminals! Deportation to the colonies! 

Nevertheless, the food suddenly got better and so did the treatment We 
were temporarily well fed and abundantly. Chocolate, coffee beans, canned 
food. Later, these rations became weaker again, but still bearable. 

Late autumn had arrived without us noticing. There was no word from 
home. I did not know whether my family was still alive or not. Above all, I 
did not know whether my mother was in the Russian or in the English zone. It 
was this agonizing not knowing that kept me alive. Once more I wanted to 
know what had happened to them, then it would be the end of the day. It 
would only have been a release. 

In the frost-frozen tents, small fires flickered in the empty American cans 
of food. The inside walls of our sixteen-man tentwere covered with soot But it 
was tolerably warm. 

"Nine years," the SS colonel said quietly, "nine years I sacrificed to 
Himmler, nine years for nothing, I fool!" 

The Golden Badge of Honor recipient clenched his fist. "What Himmler 
and Goering! To him we gave the power, to him alone. He was master of life 
and death and he made ample use by God. We did our duty to the last 
moment. Did he do it too?" 


The young Untersturmfiihrer, who had come away from school to the hell 
of the invasion front and had been severely wounded twice, looked at me big. 
I understood his look, but I did not say anything yet. The old, white-haired 
lieutenant colonel, however, took the floor: "I was never from the party, 
comrades, but just because we have had the smaller hoe, therefore we should 
not dirty our own nest - " 

"We have had total war," sneered the Standartenfiihrer again, "now we 
have total defeat - " 

Now I could no longer remain silent. 

"That we have waged total war, however, I thoroughlydoubt We can't do 
that at all. We only started everything big and in the end only did it halfway. 
Only the Soviets can wage a total war. But that the defeat is a total one, I have 
to see from this discussion." 

"Do you still want to defend him after this ghastly misery that has come 
upon our people?" the gendarmerie lieutenant asked mesharply, "have you 
seen the dying of the little children on the treks in East Prussia? Did you see 
the killing that our women and old men had to experience in East Prussia, in 
West Prussia, in Yugoslavia, in Hungary and last but not least in the Sudeten, 
where the Czechs soiled themselves with indelible shame? Those Czechs - " 
he groaned. We were silent, because we knew that his wife and his three small 
children had been beaten to death with knuckles in Prague. 

"The Sudeten Germans invaded, they paid their dues in abundance - but 
the Czechs? Throughout the war they were able to be at home, they had plenty 
of work and plenty of bread. Apart from sabotage or attacks, which happened 
very little, not a hair of their head was harmed - the Czechs, of all people, 
these tall, blond and most intelligent of all Slavs - if the Ukrainians, the Serbs 
had a score to settle with us, yes, I have to admit that, but the Czechs?" 

"I don't want to defend anyone," I began quietly, "I once said a long time 
ago that he was a caller and drummer of our realm of desire. His deeds - one 
way or another - will one day be judged by incorruptiblehistoryAnd, in this 
hour, far away from the emigrantstoday want to cool their cheap mouths on us 
in American uniforms, far away from the even cheaper resisters, who only 
discovered their ninety out of a hundred sentiments when the Allied 
troopsapproaching,in order to quickly cover up the profitable business they 
were doing with the Hitler empire, here among us in the circle of our gagged 
wretchedness - were we not the last ones to blame forthe great national 
misfortune that was now befalling us and the whole world? 

"We?" roared the standard-bearer. 

"We?" there was a murmur, "we? Yes, if you lived on the moon, if you 
had only hinted at the word before, you would have gone to the wall." 

"A man - no matter how bold and ambitious he may be, is only what his 
people put into him - " I continued unperturbed. "Did we say no in our 


innermost being when, after Munich, our troops marched into the 
Protectorate? that time, my comrades, at that time we left the path of national 
socialism even purely outwardly, at that timeas a people broke our word 
which he had given for all of us: an empire of Germans - the Czechs are not 
and were not Germans At that time, in a purely imperialistic way, we stretched 
out our hand to another nation which, even if it was the closest to our 
economic and geographical goals - was precisely not a German nation. that 
time, the last remnant of our old socialist ideals died in the drumbeat of the 
invading troops At that time we became imperialists in front of the whole 
world and ourselves. Did we say no then, even inwardly? No, a thousand 
times no. Whoever says so is simply lying to get his head out of the noose 
now. We were intoxicated with the dream of power: the whole world. We 
thought it was something completely new, but it was as old as the world: his 
neighbor's goods, his neighbor's wife. All great nations have gone this way 
before us Shall I perhaps refresh your grammar school history lessons? The 
Romans, the Greeks, the Asians under their Genghis Khan, the French, the 
English. And now the Russians are going it. It grips the peoples like a great 
intoxication. The intoxication of power." 

"Those are nice and big words and big perspectives," the honoree 
interjected glumly, "but my wife has three kids and I don't know what they're 
eating off of today or if they have a roof over their heads!" 

"Oho!" the young Untersturmfthrer intervened, "now all of a sudden, 
didn't you preach to us that we have to subordinate everything only to the 
great? Our longing? Our wanting, even our living and dying? I agree with 
you," he turned to me, "a thousand times right - but are we therefore suddenly 
criminals and bandits, are we all, we soldiers, who paid the whole bill with our 
blood and now apparently have to pay with our lives, if those who were 
smarter than us and more agile, and the emigrants should be right? Didn't we 
attack, shoot and die if we had to, like all the soldiers of this earth? Is it then 
true that we slaughtered little children, that we defiled women, that we 
murdered the defenseless? Shall we end our lives with the odium of shame 
and disgrace just because we believed, because we fought bravely, and, fancy 
it, because we were intoxicated? 

"I want to ask you a few questions," I began again, "a few questions that 
occupy my mind day and night here in our deepest humiliation, if you can 
answer them for me, then I am wrong and I will not say another word." 

"I have never in my life been able to talk to Hitler - and if I had, what 
would that have been, I the little one and he, the Fiihrer, who, as someone 
used to say so aptly, was the master of life and death. I know, that is probably, 
knew him no more than the millions. But I know Germany. Therefore, 
because we Germans all together have a hereditary disease, which the 
Lordmust have givenus as a special test onway, which every nation must go: 


we, who have the great thinker of the criticism of pure reason, we, the people 
of the philosophers, become romantics and fantasists, where it is about 
politicsWhen we act, when we inventwhen we produce,we are as good as any 
other people in the world But where we tread the slippery ground of politics, 
we lose the criticism. Politics leads an existence of its own in our thinking and 
our lives. In doing so, we would have to adopt much more the real way of 
thinking of the other Germanicpeoples, who see in politics only a business of 
the nation, which in all cases must be subordinate to the interests of the nation 
and not superior to them as it is with us It is not for the sake of principle that 
others wage wars, not for world views and problems - but for the advantage of 
the people. But everything that is done for the sake of advantage is done 
soberly and objectively.in any other businessknow howtake advantage of all 
opportunities and avoid weaknesses, as any small businessman does in his 
daily life Not so us. We are dominated by politics, not that we dominate it. 
Hitler could not do otherwise. For he was, despite all imperialism, a child of 
his nation. Hesacrificed, perhaps without knowing it, the interests of his 
peopleprinciples In this he was, despite all his faults, to which we will 
probably never confess, the German people personified. That is why we lost 
this great game so miserably. Not only because of our serious mistakes. Others 
have made them too. But they never stopped calculating in the process. 
Something we often tried to do in politics, but never learned. 

And: What did the whole world know about the empire behind the Soviet 
Union's exclusion zones? Finally, what did the world know about the 
impending danger brewing behind the barbed wire borders and GPU 
watchtowers? white emigrants did not know, they could tell as much about the 
Soviet Union as the emigrantsknew about Germany and Austria, who left the 
country in 1933 and 1938: a distorted untrue picture of the true facts. But we 
have led the enlightenment advance for the whole world. Today the Kremlin's 
goal is within reach of all the public. We know the striking power of the 
Soviet armored forces and cavalry, we know the weaknesses of the Soviet air 
force, and we know the strengths of the infantry. We know the advantages and 
disadvantages of their fighting methods, we know the mental mood of most 
Russian peoples and we know large parts of their industry. There is an end to 
the political cannedness and the great mystery in the East. But the peoples 
over there have also looked over the iron curtain and it will be proved that this 
was not good for the rulers in the East. Nothing is senseless in the world. Not 
even the most seemingly senseless things. To the world we have openly 
shown the Soviet Union, its goals and its danger to all. Now, in the collapse, 
in the most disgracefuldefeat of all times, we Germans, lying on the ground 
and trampled,played the greatest trump card of our existence tothe masters in 
London and Washington, in Paris and Nanking: the unraveled Soviet Russia 
Not only that, but our defeat will create a vacuum that will force the world to 


make the biggest decision. Now the great ones of the world will have to 
decide.And we have forced them to do it This is something to die for. Even if 
we have nothing left of it, which is not yet clear. For all mankind will be heir 
to our great sacrifice." 

It was dead quiet in the tent. Silently we went to sleep. After hours I woke 
At the entrance to the tent stood the Standartenfthrer, staring out into the 
night. I rose noiselessly. "Are you sick?" 

"I can't sleep," he stammered, "you've driven us all crazy with your 
speeches." He turned. And in the light of the flickeringfire I saw that his 
despairing countenance was bathed in tears 

Chapter 13 


The bill of Stalingrad 


Soon after, we were moved to different camps. The stations of our barbed 
wire Golgotha began. 

All this time I had not been able to receive a single line from either my 
mother or my wife. The uncertainty was more agonizing than the entire 
imprisonment. Finally, in January 1946, the first mail reached me. It was like 
a salvation. 

At that time we also received the first reports about the fate of our 
comrades who had fallen into Soviet captivity. The Americans 
hadarrestedindividual soldiers and officers who had either escaped from 
Soviet captivity orbeen released as seriously illthe course of their "automatic 
detention" after their return home, and put them in the camps with us Thus we 
experienced once again with full force the vastness of the East and the 
murderous war in the steppes. 

Soldiers from the Fokschani hunger camp came and told. My friend Karl, 
Dr. W. reported with feverish eyes about the mass death of our Landser, of 
whom in nine months from 9'000 about 6'000had died We rounded up a 
picture whose real horror had exceeded all our fears. 

Many mistakes were made in the East by the Germans. Mistakes that burn 
in our hearts and are indelibly etched in history 

But they have long since been paid for and overshadowed by the agony 
and death of millions of defenseless German men, women and children, 
wherever the Soviet star reigns. 

All reports, however, were surpassed by that of a major who, in a 
foolhardy and adventurous escape through all of Russia and Hungary, finally 
reached home again and thus, as a result of the automatic detention, also the 
western barbed wire. 

He hadexperiencedStalingrad as commander of atank destroyer 


divisionfighting in the front line He was captured with Paul. Hehad witnessed 
every phase of the drama. His report, sober, matter-of-fact, without false 
pathos and heroic pose, had the effect of clubbing us. 

He called his report "The Account of Stalingrad" and it was a heavy and 
big account. 

235'000 men had defended Stalingrad. 40'000 men hadbeen flown outas 
woundedairplanes 

90,000 men, including 2,000 officers and Wehrmacht officials, had 
fallen into Soviet captivity. 

Thus, 105,000 men and officersremainedin the rubble of Stalingrad 

The tens of thousands of wounded were quickly liquidated.Red Army 
soldiers threw concentrated chargesinto the medical bunkers From the 
Timoshenko bunker, where thousands of German wounded were, the Soviets 
blew up the bunker entrances on February 3, 1943, burying the wounded alive. 

This is how the wounded of Stalingrad died. 

And the living? 

Of the 90,000 prison40,000 to 50,000 had died of starvationthe first six 
weeks at theBeketoffka prison camp on the Volga River, just over 60 km 
south of StalingradThe rationsinitially consisted only of some millet or fish 
water soup and a piece of bread twice a weekThe approximately two thousand 
officers and Wehrmacht officials were soon transferred to the Krassno- 
Armaisk officers’ camp on the Volga RiverSince both soldiers and 
officerswereliterallystripped of everything, boots, sweaters, even pencils, 
watches and rings of course, many had to march in socks in the cutting cold 
Those who refused to give up their belongings were summarily shot. After 
only one week, epidemics brokeespecially dysentery, typhus and typhus, 
which left the prisoners completely helpless and without even the slightest 
sanitary assistanceThe two hundred German troop doctorsamong the 
prisondeprivedall medicines and medical equipment, anddressing packs had 
even been cut out of the men's uniformsAfter more than a month, 1,300 
officers were transportedYelabuga on the Kama River, between Kazan and 
Ufa. The missing 700 had already died. 

The transport was carried out in cattle cars, some of which were very 
damaged and through whose cracks and joints the icy storm whistled 
unhindered. The cattle cars were intended for eight horses or forty men in 
troop transport. In these wagons were placed seventy 
man crammed in. The prisoners had to lie on top of each otherhave any space 
at all Often those lying below were in danger of suffocating. 

They had to defecate at a crack in a wall. The condition in the wagons, 
especially due to the dysentery patients, was indescribable The rations during 
the fourteen days of transport consisted of a daily bucket of water soup and 
one piece of bread per man, weighing about 60 grams. Or 16 men one salted 


herring. Of the bucket of soup for 70 men, one was given about one to two 
tablespoons... 

The dead of the transport, about 15 to 20 percent in each wagon, were not 
allowed to be handed out. Apparently, the transport commander had to deliver 
the exact head count alive or dead. Thus the living slept on the corpses of the 
dead comrades, sometimes trying to place and attach the dead, frozen stiff, to 
the worst holes in the walls in such a way that they offered the living 
protection against the cold.... 

In Kissna they unloaded and started a four-day march. 300 officers did not 
come along. They were left behind. Many of them died of exhaustion. The 
others were summarily shot. Whoever of the captured officers still had a coat 
or could save and hide a laundry bag, was now robbed of it outright by the 
civilian population incited by the communists. Those who refusedbeaten to 
death with wooden clubs or stoneswithout the guards batting an eye The 
number of heads apparently no longer mattered after the rail transport was 
completed. 

In Yelabuga, the new camp, where the prisoners were housed in a former 
Greek Orthodox monastery that served as a penitentiary for the Bolsheviks, 
there were again no blankets, no clothing, and no medical assistance. Soon the 
whole camp was an epidemic hospital without medicine and sanitary care. In a 
few weeks, about six hundred men died again. and again new officer prisoners 
arrivedfrom the fronts, so that the numberprisonerswas always about one 
thousand, the others just died away.The loss of weight was terrible, none of 
the prisoners weighed more than 50 kg, most of them 42 to 45 kg. Even the 
biggest and strongest. 

Things got better in the summer of 1943, allegedly, as was whispered 
among the prisoners after conversations with older guards, at the objection of 
the USA Military Commission in Moscow. Rations became regular, rising to 1 
'700 calories a day. In exchange, the heaviest 
Forest work. The prisoners had to pull sledges or wagons, heavily loaded with 
wood, with a daily output of 36 km. homemaderaffia ropes, they dragged 
themselves through the countryside, called "Stalin horses" by the Soviet 
Russian civilian population 

Those who collapsed were then allowed to lie on the wooden cot for a few 
days, without medical assistance, without supplementary food. But even that 
was a great mercy for the martyred. 

Once, when the prisoners refused to work in pouring rain, without any 
coat or blanket cloak, the guards tied ropes around their necks and thus 
dragged them to work. Before they were strangled, they submitted to the 
terror. 

We soldiers on the Eastern Front often and passionately discussed the 
cruelty of the concentration camps, especially during the massive hardship of 


the battles and of life as a whole, and with very few exceptions condemned 
this inhumane institution as such, completely all the infamous, personal abuses 
of which we later learned, and were ashamed of them, even if we were not 
directly to blame. 

According to the reports of our comrades whocame outof this Soviet 
Russianhellalive, our feeling and mood against the concentration camps has 
become blunted Where was there any difference at all? Yes, many of the 
former concentration camp guards, with whom we were able to speak only in 
the internment camps, swore that there had been no such thing even there. 

+ 


Once, however, in the midst of the horrific news that kept assailing us, 
there was a cheerful hour. 

Once again, we sat together at the couch of an old, Hamburg colonel and 
discussed with our heads held high. 

"England we should have had," shouted a young Ritterkreuz carrier of the 
Luftwaffe, "we should have just wiped out that damned aircraft carriermatter 
what the cost That was the deadliest military mistake, that we did not dare to 
jump across the channel to Dunkirk - that would have been the redeeming 
boldness and - victory. From where then could the USA squadrons have taken 
off? Would the USA then have entered the war at all? England was the great 
decision, long before Stalingrad!" 

"Dear comrades!" said the old colonel in a deadly serious voice, 
"therefore let us raise our coffee cups to the victorious Labor Party." 
Speechless, we looked at each other. The young airman cleared his throat, "If 
Herr Oberst might want to go to sleep? We'll go right away!" The old 
gentleman laughed so hard his tears came. "I suppose you think I'm a bit 
mixed up in the upper room - not at all, not at all - but tell me yourself, who 
could have avenged us so thoroughlyEngland butLabour party? Everything 
England wanted to defend is gone. Its powerful Empire has gone to the devil, 
gone to the devil after such a victory - we never dreamed of this as a war goal 
- India, Egypt, Palestine and waiting soon the Middle East - to whom does 
England owe all this? To whom do we owe this splendid satisfaction in the 
face of our shattered, annihilated Germany? To the Labour Party! I admit my 
gloating is a bit childish, for we are not helped by it, but let me have that little 
satisfaction - so up with the cups: Hip hip hooray for the good Labour Party!" 

Our laughing hurrah roared through the barracks. 

"Only," I said at the end, "unfortunately, our calculation does not add up. 
For the Empire's losses are Europe's losses today and, whether we like it or 
not, ours as well. England is in a seemingly hopeless impasse. The Germany 
of yesterday can rejoice in it irrepressibly, but the Germany of today 


mustwatchthis suicidaldevelopment of English policy with fear and horror 
That is the sober truth!" 

The old colonel grumbled a little. "When I see our shaven cities before my 
eyes, "he said, smiling as he parted, "you may be right enough-but then I am 
glad-we have perished: but this proud England we have pulled down with it- 
without lifting a little finger-don't be angry with me: it pleases me so much 
that it makes me bear our whole end at all!" * 


In the middle of the year we noticed a visible change in personal treatment 
World politics cast its shadows even to us behind the barbed wire. first 
emissariesMoscowalready standingYesterday they were still on the other side 
of the barricade, but now, putting all their eggs in one basket andmakingvery 
clever use ofAmerican clumsiness, theyamong the prisonersComrades came 
tomein their distress We consulted. We acted. We started very small. We 
collected the most important reports from all kinds of newspapers and 
organized a "press review. this way we systematically smashed the Bolshevik 
propaganda and also got to grips with orthodox National Socialism Those who 
had learned nothing and forgotten everything. 

The U.S. occupation forces were very suspicious of our activities. Not 
only did they not help, they even tried to hinder our work. Emigrants, a 
deserter whowas active inthe American camp leadershipour activities more 
difficult We, however, did not care about it and steadfastly went our way. 

In a few months, the Bolshevik spook was over. Even the most desperate 
took courage to live again and trusted in the future. There was much to 
overcome, much still to be overcome. We, who are today in the run-up to the 
greatest decisions, know about their dangers. 

Although there were very many, very sensible and far-sighted Americans, 
such as the well-known commander of Camp Markus W. Orr., Colonel 
Wooten, who did not hinder our inner development - even if they did not 
promotevery manyespecially among the emigrant Americanswho even in the 
stage of this inner clarification constantly threw a beating between our feet 

They came, unfortunately, in the uniform of the victorious American 
Army, confusing their personal motives - arising from their sometimes 
harrowing fates at the hands of Hitler's Germany - with U.S. interests. 

But even where wefoundunderstanding and sensitivity to our situation, we 
were often faced with a complete lack of understanding of Europe's most 
burning issues 

The easily won invasion against Germany, battered by bombs and bled dry 
on its eastern front, had hadthe American mentality as the easy 
breakthroughthrough the Maginot LineHitler's GermanyBoth filled the victors 
with such asense of securitybordered onnegligent arrogance 

Sometimes, when we had the opportunity totalk to American 


officerswethat the ocean separating us from the United States was endless in 
the first place 

But we tried to understand the winner as well. It is always the case, even 
with the fairest victor, that he despises the vanquished and at least dishimHow 
were we toexplain tothe Americanwas so vastly superior to usrations, 
equipment and weaponry, in military comfort, how we had fought our battle in 
the East and what we had survived? 

We also tried to understand that there are acts on which the right of the 
victor pronounces judgment. The personal meanness and the crime. 

They would also have been found guilty in a court of German front-line 
soldiers. 

However, we no longer understood that the victors sat down to judge a 
political idea and its bearers. Here lay the "protectorate occupation" of the 
Allies. 

And we did not understand at all that the victors judged and punished 
soldiers, officers and generals, who did nothing but their duty, for the fact that 
the accused did what is preached to soldiers as the highest virtue, in all 
languages of the world: the fulfillment of duty, faithful to the oath of 
allegiance taken. We took it upon ourselves to be members of a war 
criminalorganization, although we were nothing else than the soldiers of an 
army, which undoubtedly did not belong to the worst in the world 

Most of us were not even members of the NSDAP. They had gone to the 
Waffen SS partly voluntarily, just as in the USA the best and most dashing 
American soldierswent tothe elite divisions ofthe American Marines, partly 
were even recruited 

We had no part in the concentration camps, in blood sentences and crimes 
that occurred and were deeply abhorred by us, if it became known at all. 

Our officers were among the bravest in the German armies, our generals 
Gille, Hauser, Steiner among the ablest. 

Our soldiers were just as loyal and dashing as the English, American, 
French and Russian soldiers. 

The judgment of the victors did not affect us.We remained - whether 
behind the barbed wires ofthe Western or those of the Eastern Allies: soldiers 

We laughed at the fact that Soviet Russian judges and prosecutors 
declared the law of command for the German soldiers null and void. 

For we had learned in the Soviet Union, in many thousands of 
conversations with soldiers and officers of the Red Army, that there is no 
army in the world thatpunishesnon-compliance with an order so mercilesslyas 
this very Red ArmyBut above all, we knew the rulesRed Army'sservice 
regulations, written in black and whiteGeneralissimo Stalin himself and 
countersigned by Marshal Bulganin 

Among other things, it states verbatim: 


"The command of the commander means law for the subordinate The 
order shall be executed unconditionally, accurately and punctually." 

We were only sorry that these Soviet judges could not cite examples 
ofwhatwould have happened tothose Red Army soldiers or officerswho might 
once have refused to obey an order if they believed it was incorrect, or 
evenincompatiblewith their personal conscience 

No, the charges and judgments of these judges did not affect us. 

Only one thing hit us: that the American judges were pronouncing these 
sentences and American soldiers and officers were silent about it. 

Whereas in every German in some secret corner of the soul - despite this 
bombed and martyred German land, despite the lost war, which was 
neverlostby Stalin's divisions, but exclusivelyby the devastating hammer 
blows of the USA air fleet - lived a great hope: the USA 

Then came the collective debt for the millions.... 

Then came the hunger and hardship. 

But we overcame that, too. We also tried to understand that, where there 
was hardly anything left to understand. 

We struggled, slowly but surely, to find new ways. We found them Not 
loud and big, but quiet and deep within ourselves. 

That is already the case: God only gives you the enemy. The enemy is 
suddenly there in front of you, as if by nature. You cannot negotiate with him, 
youpact The most you can do is submit to him with grace and disgrace. 

It's like this: you have to go and look for your friend yourself. You have to 
weigh and test it. to soberly assess the advantages and disadvantages. 

Bolshevism is our natural, national, classand cultural enemy There is 
nothing to be done about it. The fate of the Baltic Germans, the ethnic 
Germans in Yugoslavia, Hungary and the Ukraine, that of the Sudeten 
Germans and the Volga Germans proves it irrefutably. And last but not least, 
that of the Germans in the Eastern territories. 

The officer revolutionaries by Stalin's grace, the Seyd-Litz NKVD 
politicians, will not change anything. purge will pass over them, toowhen they 
are no longer needed. 

At the end of every compromise with Bolshevism in the Leninistworld 
revolution dress or in the Stalinist world imperialist uniform, there is the shot 
in the neck, or the penal camp of the "Gulag", the Bolshevikorganization 
"Tot" of Mr. Expremier of the MVD, General Nedesjekin, somewhere in 
Siberia 

Bolshevism must level andcreate inthe peoples of its sphere of 
influencethat human laboratory in which it can experiment without fear of 
criticism and opposition 

No amount of closing one's eyes will change that, and no amount of 
desperate optimism that the cup will pass us by. Even if the examples of 


Yugoslavia, Bulgaria, Romania, Hungary and the Czech Republic were not 
there: the cup will not pass. It must be emptied and its effects overcome. 

If we have the inner strength to do so, nothing is lost yet. Then the 
millions in the East have not fallen in vain and can sleep peacefully in their 
destroyed and desecrated graves. Then we Germans will have done our part to 
eradicate the mistakes of yesterday. 

Let us hammer it into our heads as an eternal law: Bolshevism is the 
certain death of the people. Whoever eats from it dies. 

But the West, be it Richelieu'sFrance orChurchill's England or the 
powerful USA, speaks our language and thinks our thoughts, despite the 
bombed and destroyed cities on both sidesEuropean fratricidal war couldnot 
killthe thousand years of common past 

The great Marxist Russian revolutionary, Vladimir Ilyich Ulyanov, who 
called himself Lenin and whose glass sarcophagus stands in Moscow's Red 
Square and today must dress up Stalin's tsarist imperialism, once said, 
"Mistakes are there to be learned from." Let us engrave this word deeply in 
our hearts. 

Whoever emerged from the horror of the five bloody years having learned 
nothing and forgotten everything deserves to be beaten to death with shakes. 

The German people did not die on May 1, 1945. However, we, who are 
today outsiders in life, have a great duty arising from its existence. And also a 
right. For we were not bandits and murderers. But soldiers and fighters, as 
there are soldiers and fighters everywhere in the world, where flags flutter. 

Let's let the deceptive romanticism die with the false arrogance in the 
same mass as the mendacious self-accusations and spinelesscowardice 

Let's live the life of real facts. 

FINAL WORD 


Many will stand up and fight this book. On this side and on the other side 
of the intellectual barricades. For some it will point out their own mistakes too 
much, for others too little, and the gentlemen of the other side will declare it to 
be a provocation. 

But this book is written by one who was in the midst of the hot battles of 
arms and hearts, serving only one thing: the truth! 

And whatever will be said against or for it. One thing is certain: that's 
how it was! 

If the dead comrades from the northern runway, from Rostov, from Mius, 
from the tank ditch at Malgobek, from Kharkov, from Narva, from Volkhov, 
from Stalingrad, from Lemberg, from Budapest and Stuhlweissenburg, up to 
the last ones in the Vienna Woods could stand up, they would bear witness to 
it 

In many internment camps, in endless night conversations with Eastern 


front soldiers, with little soldiers and highest generals, I have talked about 
these years. And they all agreed with me. 


German poet Hans von Schwarz, in one of his plays saidthe great word: 
"There is nothing more revolutionary than duty!" 

Let us live this word. There is nothing greater that life has to say to us. 
Our duty, however, is to the shattered fatherland, whether it be called 
Germany or Austria, and to theGerman peoplebleeding from a thousand 
wounds 

The great intoxication is finally over.Tight and logical sobrietymust now 
take the floor with us 


